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Chapter One 


In the days of the beginnings they knew no end. In the 
time before the Passing they celebrated life that held no 
bindings of man or beast. In the days of the Kingdom they 
celebrated in life and in death, as they needed, until they 
were forced to ask for more... 


His heart racing, Timmy couldn’t see a thing in the ugly 
darkness. Why the hell did he want to get involved with this 
fucking bullshit in the first place? Hissing, he stumbled 
forward and slammed into something sharp. “Fuck!” 
Slapping his hand over his mouth to keep from screaming, 
he crouched in the shadows to catch his breath and calm his 
ragged nerves. Stealing a glance down the alley he could 
Swear he heard cars close enough by. If he could only make 
it to a major street then he would be okay. Maybe. Sucking 
in his breath he took a step out and glanced back and forth. 
There was nothing he could make out but then again, 
monsters didn’t announce themselves. The ridiculous 
thought almost brought a smile. 


You can do this. You have the courage. Taking a single step 
out he almost dropped to his knees he was shaking so badly. 


This wasn’t about courage. This was about getting away 
from the freaks who were trying to kill him after they 
fucking used him like the whipping boy he’d become. 
Panting, Timmy put one foot in front of the other and inched 
out a step at a time stopping to listen every few inches. 
They were hunting. He could feel it in his bones. They 
wanted not only his body, but also his blood. 


He took two more steps and strained to hear anything out 
of the ordinary. Only the sounds of the city with distant 
screeching brakes and the rattles and beeps were evident. 
Then again, he wasn’t in the best part of town. Swallowing 
hard, he took two long strides and stopped as the single 
scraping noise drew his attention. His entire body shaking, 
he turned slowly and peered down the alley. Goddamn it’s 
fucking dark. Shit! Go! Go! Go! Everything seemed 
smothering to him and he longed to take back the last few 
days. If only he could wake up from the nightmare and go 
home to his warm bed and mangy dog he loved so much. If 
only he could taste his mother’s lasagna and be forced to go 
to school. If only he hadn’t met them. Then maybe he’d still 
have a chance. 


Another clang rattled from the very bowels of the back of 
the group of buildings. Shivering, Timmy eyed the area one 
more time before giving himself a mental kick in the ass. He 
was a long distance runner for God’s sake. He could sprint 
to the end of the alley and out onto the street in five 
seconds flat. Yeah. That’s it. Licking his lips he crossed 
himself and said a silent prayer before taking off running. 
Too bad he forgot how damaged his body truly was. 


Lumbering down the alley, he tripped twice on his own 
feet before he heard a low chuckle, the dangerous 
resonance floating across the humid air like a beacon to the 
Devil himself. Don’t stop. Don’t do it. They only want to 


scare you. But the truth was, he knew better. They wanted 
to play with him, fuck him, and feast. Or at least that’s what 
the ugly freak kept telling him over and over again as they 
toyed with his naked body. He shuddered; remembering the 
horrible sexual things the masked monsters did to him. 
Tears welled in the corners of his eyes. Wiping them away 
furiously he pressed on until he heard a second hissing 
chuckle and this time the even deeper timbre was closer. 
They were stalking him. Timmy was nothing more than prey. 


He willed his body forward with everything he had, as 
sounds of cars going back and forth at the intersection 
comforted him. Yes. He could do this. He was going to make 
it. The closer he came to the opening the brighter the lights 
were and he was almost giddy smelling the car fumes as he 
tumbled forward, every part of his body aching. Almost 
there, almost, you can do it. His heart racing he could 
almost feel the victory dancing just in front of his eyes. 


Garnering the last of his strength and will to live he 
stumbled out on the sidewalk, nearly blinded from the single 
streetlight. “Yes!” There was something so incredible about 
the knowledge that he was going to be okay. He was going 
to make it. He turned around and lifted his middle finger, 
daring all the fucking freaks to bother him now. As a horn 
blared in the distance he turned quickly. 


Just as he was yanked forcefully into the darkness, “Argh!” 
Hands were wrapped tightly around his throat. In a complete 
state of panic Timmy fought and kicked and scratched, 
trying to get free as the utter force of evil wrapped itself 
around his body. He couldn’t breathe and couldn’t see as his 
captors howled into the darkness. 


“You really think you could get away from us, boy?” 
Hissing, he leaned over the boy and raked his tongue down 


Timmy’s face. 


“He'll pay and we'll have such fun in the process,” the 
other whispered, his voice strangled by rage. 


The boy shivered, his legs kicking out involuntarily. He’d 
never heard the men call each other by name and in truth, 
had never seen their faces. Always shrouded by clothes or 
masks, he knew they weren’t the only ones involved, but 
they were the ones in charge. And these two he feared the 
most. They’d prodded and fucked every part of his body and 
in turn he’d been forced to please so many. He closed his 
eyes and tried to remember a song from his childhood, the 
one he kept singing over and over, but he could only 
concentrate on the thumping of his heart. Somehow he 
couldn’t comprehend exactly what he was doing but Timmy 
did exactly as they asked, never questioning after the first 
round of beatings almost cost him his eye. Sucking in his 
breath he dropped his head in the submissive stance they’d 
drilled into his head. “Please. I’ll...be...good!” Barely able to 
get the words out, he struggled with the strong hands that 
held him, Knowing damn well there was no use in fighting. 
He was toast. 


The taller of the two men jerked him around to face the 
alley. “No more games, little Timmy. It’s time to die.” 


The other laughed and licked his lips into the boy’s ear. 
“Gonna get me one last tasty piece of that ass before you 
meet your maker. You’ve been quite a tasty treat. Yes, | did 
love fucking that tight hole of yours.” 


“No! Popplllleeeaaasssseee!” Sobbing freely, Timmy 
kicked out and made contact with his captors, but neither 
cared. They didn’t seem to feel pain. Hell, he knew they 
weren’t human. They couldn’t be. They were the kind of 


monsters that kept him awake at night. He opened and 
closed his eyes, remembering the little song he used to say 
over and over again in the middle of the night when the 
boogeyman came to see him. Hiding in the closet, he never 
opened the door, yet every morning it stood ajar. 


“Let’s get this shit over with. This one’s taken so much 
damn time,” the first one snarled as he jerked open a door. 


“But he’s so fucking tasty,” the second one cooed. 
“They're all tasty to you.” 


Timmy shivered as he was dragged back into his own 
private hell. 


“Cage or cross?” 
“I’m done fucking with him. He’s become a liability.” 


Tears streaming down his face, Timmy cringed and 
dropped his head, whimpering as he realized his bladder 
had released. Tossing his head back and forth, he knew he 
was blubbering like a baby but he didn’t care. He wanted to 
live and see his mother and father again and kiss his baby 
sister and play with his dog and go to school and kiss 
Amanda and fail another test and fight the boys in the hall 
and...” The force of the blow threw him against the wall. 


“Stop the bullshit, boy. You ran and you knew the rules. 
Now you pay the price.” 


His ears ringing, Timmy knew what the monster was 
saying and yet, as the darkness swelled around him leaving 
him breathless and barely comatose, he took no comfort in 
the knowledge of what they were going to do, and then it 
would be over. 


As the tattered bits of clothes he’d found were stripped 
from his body Timmy no longer fought. There was no one 
coming to save him. While he was cognizant of being 
strapped to the piece of plywood, he was unable to fathom 
anything. 


“Yes, so tasty. | want to fuck him.” 

“There’s no time for that.” 

“One taste won’t hurt,” he growled as he tipped Timmy 
over and shoved his fingers into the boy’s ass, driving deep 


inside in hard, manic motions. 


“Aaahhh!” Timmy screamed as he thrashed, trying 
desperately to get away from the brutal actions. 


“You liked it before, boy. Just need to have my cock buried 
inside.” 


“Enough!” The first man snarled and jerked the other 
away, ripping his fingers from Timmy’s battered ass. 


“You don’t rule me!” Yet he obeyed, stepping back from 
the boy. 


“I said no, and the last time | checked you were still under 
my consideration. Do you understand what I’m telling you?” 


The second man let out a long, slow breath. “Yyyeeessss.” 
“Good. Then prepare.” 


For several seconds Timmy wondered what they were 
doing and prayed for a miracle. He’d agree to let them fuck 
him every day if they’d only allow him to live. “Please.” His 


voice was barely audible and he could no longer feel 
anything but the frigid air surrounding them. “Please.” 


“Please what, Timmy? Please allow you to die?” 


As a sharp light bounced across Timmy’s field of vision, he 
blinked furiously trying to focus. Licking his dry lips he 
sucked in his breath at the sight of his captors for the first 
time. He opened his mouth to scream, but only a single 
strangled whimper escaped. His heart racing, he clenched 
his fists as he gazed at the faces of the men and women 
who stood stoic, watching and waiting. 


“You see, Timmy, they’ve come for the show and you've 
kept them waiting. Now they’re very angry,” his dark voice 
permeated the dense space. “And they’re very hungry.” 
Leaning over Timmy, he gazed down the length of the boy’s 
body as he emitted a long, slow hiss. “You were tasty 
indeed, but it’s time to die.” 


As the man, the creature, opened his mouth, Timmy could 
feel his bowels releasing. As if in slow motion he watched as 
the others advanced, their keening cries filtering into the air. 
A hum filled the air seconds before the crowd engulfed him. 


“Brodanya!” 


In the last moment of his life Timmy was euphoric. 
Sensations of light and sound encapsulated his body until he 
tipped his head and smiled, the sounds of ripping flesh 
nothing more than a heady aphrodisiac. 


KKK 


“Come to me.” 


His voice sent tremors racing down his spine. Jax shifted 
but couldn’t look at the man who'd become his lover, his 
savior. Sighing, he lowered his head and knew what Aleks 
wanted - total submission - but he was still afraid. Not only 
terrified of the man he’d become since entering into a 
relationship with the creature, but also of his growing dark 
needs. 


“I said come here now. You obey me,” Aleks’ ragged voice 
rumbled into the darkness. 


Jax’ cock twitched from need and as he tipped his head, 
eyeing the gorgeous man who stood by the window, his 
entire face and body illuminated by the glowing moon, he 
panted. Aleks Vasiliev was without a doubt the most 
gorgeous man Jax had ever laid eyes on. Opening his mouth 
to retort, he paused. What could he say? They’d played this 
game for months as Aleks prepared him to take a walk to 
the other side, unforgiving in his needs, his wants, and in his 
hunger. The man required complete acquiescence. 


“I’ve waited long enough. Come to me now.” 


Jax sauntered forward, vaguely aware he was completely 
naked while the other man was fully clothed, his thirst 
evident by his canines that glowed in the shimmering light. 
No longer afraid, Jax in truth had never felt so alive in his life 
and filled with need. “What do you need, Master?” 


Aleks narrowed his eyes and beckoned him closer. “Come 
and allow me to look at you. It’s been too long.” 


“Yes, Sir.” Every part of his body shaking, he moved 
forward as Aleks’ eyes burned into his. Swallowing hard, his 
blood coursed cold through his body. “When will it be time?” 


Dragging the tip of his tongue across his sharp incisors, 
Aleks studied Jax. “You’re not ready yet, but soon. Come to 
me,” 


Jax nodded and closed the distance. The scent of the man 
was something that would forever remain with him, woodsy 
and full of musk. 


Aleks slipped his finger under Jax’ chin and lifted it slowly. 
“You do belong to me and always have. Legends were told 
early in my days after | was turned and you are my true 
mate. You’re the single man who will keep me from falling 
into hell. For that, l'Il be forever grateful and will share all | 
have with you. You’ve abated the Red Flame but it’s almost 
time to take your place with me. | fear my kind is coming to 
finish what they started. Unfortunately, you’re not ready to 
become. Enjoy the pleasure of my flesh as we explore your 
needs. As | become your true Master we'll ride into eternity 
together. Until then, you will be my slave.” Capturing Jax’ 
mouth, Aleks pressed his tongue deep, almost into his 
throat as he slipped one arm around Jax’ waist, dragging 
him into the heat of his body. 


Electricity sparked between them until Jax was left 
breathless, his hunger building to a manic state. Palming 
Aleks’ chest he longed to have the man naked, touching and 
caressing every part of his body, but that right was earned. 
As Aleks entwined their tongues and ground his hips back 
and forth across Jax’ groin, he emitted a low growl. Every 
part of his body on fire, he longed to taste the man. 


Finally breaking the kiss, Aleks nipped Jax’ lower lip until 
he drew a string of blood. Licking across the seam of Jax’ 
mouth he dragged the crimson beads into his mouth, 
savoring the flavor. “You taste so sweet.” 


“How can | please you tonight?” 


Aleks growled, the sound barely audible, and blazed a 
long trail down the length of Jax’ body. “Suck me before | 
fuck you.” 


Jax licked the last drop of his own blood before nodding 
and keeping his eye on his lover. He dropped to his knees 
fumbling with Aleks’ button and zipper. How he loved to lick 
and suck the man. The thought sent shivers trickling down 
his spine. Freeing the Russian’s cock, he glanced up into the 
man’s luminescent golden eyes. Aleks remained close to 
turning into the beast he’d only seen on rare occasions. 


“Suck me.” 


It wasn’t a request but a direct command. Jax lowered his 
head and swiped a long lick across Aleks’ sensitive slit, 
relishing in the tangy flavor. Wrapping his hand around the 
base of Aleks’ shaft, he cupped and squeezed the man’s 
balls with his other hand as he swirled his tongue around 
Aleks’ cock head in a lazy series of circles. 


“Yyyeeeesss. You’ve learned much.” Aleks intertwined his 
fingers in Jax’ long locks and held his head in position, 
guiding the younger man to fulfill his obvious hungers. 
“Taste me. Drink of my body before | take yours.” 


His own cock throbbing, Jax took him down an inch ata 
time, willing his throat muscles to relax and accept the 
delicious gift of Aleks’ thick muscle. The muscle filling his 
mouth, Jax closed his eyes and inched closer as he pumped 
Aleks’ shaft, going up and down slowly. 


“Very good.” Aleks pumped Jax’ head, forcing his lover to 
take more and more still as he used the power of his thighs 
to fuck Jax’ mouth. 


Jax took Aleks’ shaft all the way down until the tip hit the 
back of his throat as he squeezed the man’s balls, until 
Aleks threw his head back and roared. 


“Yes, very good, suck harder.” 


Jax’ legs trembled as he began going up and down the 
length of Aleks’ cock, swirling his tongue around in a near 
manic pattern as his needs grew to the point he wanted 
more, had to have more. Jax drew Aleks’ cock all the way 
out and dragged his tongue down the sensitive underside, 
licking and nipping his lover’s tender flesh while Aleks 
snarled and hissed above him. Taking Aleks tender sac into 
his mouth, Jax rolled the soft flesh over his tongue, tasting 
the sweet tang of the man who'd shown him all about lust 
and raging desire. 


“Suck me, Jax. Take all of me. I’m too hungry to wait.” 


Jax obeyed his Master. Taking his shaft down slowly until 
Aleks’ balls hit the base of his chin Jax shivered and closed 
his eyes. Almost nothing felt as good as sucking his lover. 
He opened his mouth wide and accepted everything Aleks 
had to give as the man began fucking Jax’ mouth, driving in 
and out in a savage manner. No longer in control, Jax simply 
gazed up at Aleks as the man pumped his shaft harder and 
faster. Struggling to hold on Jax was lost to the moment of 
passion until he wrapped his hands around Aleks’ thighs and 
cupped his carved ass. 


“God | love when you suck me but I want more. | want all 
of you,” Aleks hissed, his sharp canines glistening in the 
Shadowed light. “I can’t wait any longer.” Snarling, he jerked 
Jax to his feet and dragged the man to a table nestled in the 
corner. Sweeping his arm across the entire surface, he 
laughed as the sounds of glass and metals shattering into 


the wall permeated the room. “Now I’m going to fuck you 
hard.” 


Jax’ legs shook as the man tossed him across the cool 
wood until his legs were off the floor. As his thighs were 
forced apart, he groaned and gripped the edge of the table. 
Panting, he closed his eyes knowing the actions weren’t 
about love, but about being reminded of his place. 


Aleks snarled and lowered his head, tracing a zigzag line 
down Jax’ spine as he breathed a swath of air across Jax’ 
heated skin. “Now I take you.” 


Crack! Slap! 


The force of the hard whips thrashed through Jax’ body, 
but in the moments of pain he smiled. 


Pop! Crack! Whoosh! 


With every hard blow Jax experienced a heightened state 
of rapture until the anguish turned into something else 
entirely, peace. 


Aleks continued his forceful whipping as he tipped his 
head back and howled. 


Panting, Jax licked his dry lips and opened his legs as far 
as they would go in a blatant offering of not only his sex, but 
his body to the man, his lover and the monster - who would 
bring him into what he craved and longed for. Forever. The 
instant Aleks impaled his ass in one hard drive, filling his 
dark cavity with his thick cock, he dropped his head and 
moaned, white-hot heat coursing through his body. Nothing 
had ever felt so damn good. 


Gasping, Jax Steele jerked up, unsure of where he was. 
Fighting with whatever held him down he resisted the urge 
to scream. Instead he concentrated on his breathing. /t’s 
Okay. You’re okay. You’re... Where the hell was he? Gulping 
for air, he fought harder within his confines until he 
managed to break free. “Fuck!” As he pulled from his 
bindings he groaned and fell, hitting his head hard. He had 
to force himself to stop fighting as his heart raced. “You're 
okay.” As he opened his eyes and gazed into the darkness 
he finally realized he was in his room, in his bed. He’d had 
yet another nightmare. 


He finally managed to disengage from the covers. Sighing, 
he rubbed his head and dragged himself to his feet, his legs 
Shaking. “What the hell is wrong with me?” Stumbling to the 
bathroom he knew the answer, and as Jax turned on the 
light, blinking furiously from the intensity of the harsh shine, 
he shivered. He looked like the freaking walking death. 
Swallowing hard, he wanted to scream but knew it would do 
no good. The man, the monster, had a hold of him. But then 
again, isn’t that what you want? He’s your lover, your mate. 
“Fuck!” Goddamn he couldn’t get the ugly, yet rapturous, 
visions of the first time - no, the only time Aleks had taken 
him brutally, fucking him before taking damning pictures. 
They were the very ones sent to Amanda. His sweet 
Amanda, the one he thought he loved. His heart ached for 
her but he couldn’t lie to himself, she wasn’t everything he 
needed. 


Splashing water on his face, Jax grimaced and gripped the 
counter. Dropping his head, he concentrated on the beads 
of water as they fell into the sink. Garnering his courage, Jax 


lifted his head again and locked eyes with the haunted man 
who gazed back at him. He knew one thing for sure. The 
nightmares meant something. Swallowing hard, he sighed. 
They weren’t sent as a warning but as reminders of what 
he’d shared with the dangerous Russian. They were a sign. 
They were sent as a forced memory of a time he thought he 
wished away, and yet they filled his dark desires. What the 
hell was he going to do? What he did know and what 
terrified him the most, was that Aleksandr Vasiliev, the man 
and the monster he saw die in a blazing fire, had to come 
straight from hell - was alive. The monster, the vampire 
who'd almost claimed his very soul, was back and wasn’t 
going to take no for an answer this time. No, Aleks wanted 
what he knew belonged to him. 


“Vampire? You need help.” Yet he couldn’t lie to himself. 
Not only the visions of what had transpired in the 
warehouse burned brightly within him, but the words and 
the stories told to him by the Russian. For all practical 
purposes Jax Steele was going to become a creature of the 
night. The thought filled him with so many incredible and 
yet ridiculous notions. And no matter what he did, Jax still 
hungered for blood. The thought gave him a wave of 
nausea, almost as the majority of food did. Gulping air, he 
tried to put the pieces together and to think like a cop. 


Aleks was back to claim his lover and his mate. Back? The 
man...yes, the man had never left, only disappeared from 
the radar for a time. Tipping his head back, Jax shivered and 
closed his eyes. This can’t be happening. But he knew it 
was. Since the moment he’d almost died he Jax had a 
connection with Aleks, and one so strong Jax had done 
everything to race away from it. And now, there was 
nowhere left to hide. Opening his eyes, he stared back into 
the mirror and acknowledged the flecks of burnished gold in 
his eyes for the first time. 


Jax Steele was becoming. He licked the water off his lips 
and closed his eyes, willing his heart to stop racing. Ever 
since the ugly case over a month before, he couldn’t get the 
wretched visions out of his mind. From the brutal murders of 
the men, to the gore and bloodshed he’d witnessed, he was 
barely able to concentrate at work. There was no evidence 
that anyone survived the horrible blast, and yet he knew at 
least one of the monsters had lived. 


Hanging his head, he inhaled deeply and asked himself 
the same question he had since the awful day in the factory. 
Was his lover alive? Perhaps the fighting he’d done didn’t 
matter any longer. He’d had confirmation by the simple 
understanding that Aleksandr’s blood flowed through his 
veins. Barely able to eat, Jax fought everything that was 
happening to his body and slowly he felt more human. 
“You're pathetic.” Dousing his face in cold water again, he 
walked back into the bedroom and sat on the bed. His heart 
ached for more reasons than one. 


Amanda barely talked to him any longer. While they’d 
been basically casual, they couldn’t do that anymore after 
the damning murders and the pictures. Jax clenched his fist 
thinking about posing for Aleks, but it was necessary, and 
eye opening in more ways than one. She’d helped him 
quietly get a blood transfusion asking few questions, but the 
haunted and terrified look had remained in her eyes. She’d 
seen too many horrors to ignore and she knew Jax, her 
former lover, was smack in the middle. They’d both blamed 
their tough work schedules, but they knew better. While 
they’d known they were merely convenient lovers, her 
kidnapping and brush with death meant the end of their 
relationship and the only thing that remained were the final 
words. Neither could manage to say them. She refused to 
talk about what she’d experienced and Jax couldn’t utter the 
words, so they just ignored them. 


But the day she came to him with the pictures of Aleks 
fucking him was nothing he could deny, or either of them 
could ignore. And she hated him for it more than almost 
being murdered. 


Rubbing his eyes, he thought about Felicity. The woman 
had told him a tall tale about a child and of a future 
kingdom, and then simply vanished into the giant void. The 
fire and the damnation of three men had taken its toll on her 
as well, and she refused to speak about her ordeal to 
anyone. Felicity’s last phone call before she disappeared 
would forever remain ingrained in his mind. The warning 
was clear. The monsters would return. Jax thought about her 
admission and couldn’t even bring himself to think about 
the meaning. But somehow he knew he had to find the 
child, for all of humanity. But where, and how? And in truth 
why was he so compelled? 


Holding his hands out Jax sighed as shivers coursed down 
his back. Or was he one of them? He dropped his head into 
his hands and laughed. 


Come to me. 


Snapping his head up he shuddered. There was no doubt 
he’d heard the husky whisper. Normally only in his dreams, 
this time he wasn’t sure he could fight the command. “No!” 


Come to me, Jax. 


Jerking to his feet, he stumbled forward in the darkness, 
holding his arms. “No!” The whispers remained circling in 
his head, like a vulture waiting for the kill. Madness swept 
through his mind. This was insane. "Just go away. Let me 
live my life!” 


You belong to me as I do to you. 


“No!” Stumbling forward, he was barely able to grab onto 
the railing as he tipped forward, his blood crackling. Aleks’ 
commanding voice was growing more powerful. Or perhaps 
Jax was growing weaker. His breathing ragged, he managed 
to make it into the kitchen. Fumbling with the light, he 
hovered against the wall as a panic attack almost dropped 
him to his knees. “This can’t be happening. It just can’t be.” 
Concentrate on anything else. Do it! 


He swallowed hard and raked his hands through his hair 
nearly ripping out several strands. You’re a cop, so think like 
one. Snorting, he stole a glance at his reflection and burst 
into bitter laughter. Dark Towers had gone silent for the 
month since his department raided everything Felicity 
owned, and while the BDSM club seemed up and up, Felicity 
had never set foot in the establishment again. But Jax knew 
Aleks had. The club was set to re-open in two days. What 
was Aleks going to do with the place? 


Come to me, we have to talk. 


“No!” Jax refused to give into whatever destiny he was 
Supposed to be embroiled in. 


You will have no choice soon. You're not safe from them. 
They’re going to try and destroy what we have and in the 
process, what’s left of your humanity. Everything | told you 
is true. 


“No choice? | will always have a choice!” Everything? I’m 
not a monster. And yet, as he thought the rebuttal, he knew 
better. He could hear the words so damn clearly playing out 
in his mind, - like a bad seventies eight-track tape. Damn it! 
This was getting out of hand. But he knew Aleks was trying 
to tell him something. Why couldn’t he simply go and talk 
with the man? He knew why. Jax was terrified of falling into 


bed with him. The thought made him nauseous, and horny 
as hell. “Fuck!” Who the hell was coming and why? He ran 
the pieces of the previous case through his mind. The 
monsters Aleks had been tracking were gone. One was 
torched inside the building and the other from the fire. But 
then again, Aleks survived so why couldn’t Durac? 
Clenching his teeth Jax couldn’t think clearly. And then there 
was the information Felicity had given him. But he’d looked 
and there was no trace of a boy. None. Even Amanda had 
helped him in the first few days, until the shock wore off and 
she ran away. 


Dear God, Jax couldn’t blame her. None of this made any 
sense. Unfortunately, he knew he was going to have to face 
his personal demons. Every cell in his body screamed, they 
were facing another nightmare. But he couldn’t get the 
bitter bile out of his mouth, and he couldn’t deny what he’d 
seem with his own eyes. 


Jerking open the cabinet door, he yanked out a bottle of 
whiskey and a glass, almost toppling several stems onto the 
floor. His hand shaking, it took him a full thirty seconds to 
open up the bottle. Laughing bitterly, he poured until the 
brown liquid almost overflowed the rim of the tumbler. He 
knew Aleks was right. The connection and Jax’ growing 
needs were too strong. And he had to have answers. 


Taking a long deep gulp, he relished in the burn as the 
bourbon slid down the back of his throat, just as a thought 
settled into the back of his mind. Jax Steele’s life, as he 
knew it only one month before, had ceased to exist. 
Gagging, he hyperventilated as he tossed his head back and 
laughed. Perhaps he was losing his mind. 


Suddenly, a vision of a boy flashed through his mind 
dragging him out of his own personal misery. Wiping the 


back of his mouth with this hand, he hissed. Dear God, while 
he was blubbering like an idiot a kid was being... “Holy 
fuck!” He could clearly see what the freaks were doing to 
the boy. Was it just a dream or a vision of the future? Where 
the hell did | put my phone? 


Jax took another gulp of the strong amber liquid and 
strode into his office. Grabbing the cell phone off his desk he 
punched in his partner’s house number. Expecting voice 
mail, the sound of Mike Tomlin’s groggy voice forced him 
back into reality, and into cop mode. He had a damn job to 
do. 


“Hello.” 
“Mike, it’s Jax.” 
“What fuckin’ time is it?” 


“Late. Early. Look, this can’t wait. Meet me at the precinct 
in an hour. | think we have a missing and dead kid on our 
hands.” 


“What?” 


“You heard me.” Certain he was right, Jax had a feeling 
Aleksandr was trying to tell him something. 


“How do you know?” 
“Gut.” 


Mike grumbled, “Damn it, Jax. It’s fuckin’ four thirty in the 
Goddamn morning. You want me to meet you at the precinct 
early cause of a gut feeling? What the hell has gotten into 
you lately?” 


Cocking his jaw, he sighed. If only he could tell his partner, 
“Trust me for once. Just do it, Mike. | don’t think we have 
much time.” 


“Said the spider to the fly. And you damn well better be 
right or I’m gonna kick your ass.” 


“I accept.” Hitting end, Jax held the phone to his head and 
prayed he was wrong. 


Chapter Two 


Aleksandr Vasiliev stood by the window gazing into the 
sliver of moonlight. On any other night the lilting sounds of 
Celtic music would be soothing, but tonight he remained on 
edge. Reaching out to Jax had perhaps been a foolish 
attempt, but Aleks not only needed the man in his life, but 
he also needed his help. Evil lurked all around them and 
while he could only taste a certain portion, the threat was 
growing stronger every day. He had to find out what was 
going on. He thought about Durac’s betrayal and knew it 
wasn’t over yet, but because the full moon had passed 
without incident, the child, Dimitri was safe. But how long 
before the Time of Passing came back to bite him? How long 
before the Jicards wanted more? He knew the answer and 
he was going to have to deal with all the loose ends. 


Snarling, he could only sense the threat was not 
necessarily from another clan coming into the city. No, there 
was something evil without a doubt, but given his current 
physical state he wasn’t able to discern who was Iurking just 
in the far reaches. He also couldn’t feel if Nikolay was still 
alive. Closing his eyes, he played back the horrendous 
events and clenched his fist. Every part of his body shook 
violently and yet he knew he couldn’t lose control. Not now. 
The fire had almost destroyed him and had certainly taken 
its toll on his strength. Only recently had he felt the need to 
feed. He also hadn’t taken a picture since returning from his 
two-week slumber. Repairing his body was easy, but his soul 
was something else entirely. 


Aleks pressed his finger back and forth across his mouth 
and sighed. He couldn’t detect Durac but his gut told him 
his former Master would return. At least he’d gotten Felicity 
out of town and hopefully, out of harm’s way. Nearly 
catatonic, she’d been a shell of the woman he’d known and 
had refused to say anything to him. Sadly, given his lack of 
strength he couldn’t tell what had happened to her since. 
Damn it, he hated being prisoner to the monster buried 
deep inside him. He suspected Durac had taken Dimitri to 
the old country, and was simply biding his time until he 
could return and finish the damning actions he’d started. 
Then again, if the family was sated for a time, with the child 
who would be King to their people, then perhaps there was 
a chance at gathering strengths. Aleks suspected the plan 
held yet another turn, one that would rear its ugly head 
soon enough. What he did know for sure was that Jax Steele 
was smack in the middle of everything. Whether the human 
believed it or not, he was going to succumb to Aleks in more 
ways than one. 


“These are amazing pieces. You’re very talented.” 


In the reflection he watched the young man growing antsy. 
Aleks had to admit finding the boy working in a club had 
been a Godsend, and not just for revamping his artistic 
career, but a welcome Satisfaction for his hungers. Licking 
his lips, he tamped back his raging need as he watched the 
boy flipping through Aleks collection of erotic art. With the 
recent demise of his single source for selling the pieces in 
town, he was going to concentrate on providing them 
overseas again. Oddly enough, his interest orders had 
increased significantly. If only he had a business manager. 
The thought gave him a smile. 


“Fascinating work,” the boy breathed as he stole a glance 
at Aleks. “Is this how you want me to pose?” Holding up a 


selection depicting a well whipped young man on the steel 
St. Andrews Cross, his light blue eyes flashed his complete 
lever of terror even in the shadowed light. 


Aleks cocked his head and glided toward the young man, 
studying the boy’s young face. “Dillon is it?” 


Swallowing hard, Dillon nodded as he blinked furiously and 
with shaky hands put the piece back into the crate holding a 
myriad of block and white shots. 


“How old are you, Dillon?” 


“Twenty-three. Almost twenty-four.” Laughing nervously, 
Dillon flipped through several more shots before moving to 
the next bin, his hand shaking. 


Aleks could hear the boy’s heart beating rapidly in his 
chest and could not only smell the ripe scent of fear, but the 
rich blood coursing through his young body. He was very 
hungry tonight and Dillon would make a perfect snack. “And 
you've never modeled?” 


“No. | would love to, but it’s tough to get into. | um...well, | 
had a friend take some shots but never did anything with 
them.” 


The boy had the looks. Tall and blond, with the all- 
American look. Aleks could quite possibly make him a star. 
As the first stirring of his cock pressed against the tight 
linen of his pants, his incisors elongated from his gums. 
He’d been a fool not to feed, but he feared discovery of his 
kind more than the anguish of needing blood for life. “Why 
don’t we simply get to know each other tonight and then, if 
we’re both comfortable, we’ll take some test shots later. Fair 
enough? Besides, it’s very late. You should be careful 
walking the streets alone at night. There are monsters 


lurking in the darkness.” Dragging his tongue across the 
Sharp canines, he forced down the beast and gazed at the 
boy’s mouth. Dillon’s swollen ruby lips were perfect to wrap 
around Aleks’ cock. Inhaling, he smiled as he licked his lips. 
This one was fresh and untainted from drugs. Perfect. 


Dillon nodded as the corner of his mouth twitched. “I work 
late at the club and normally | have a ride but my roommate 
is out of commission for awhile. | don’t live far.” 


Aleks chuckled. It wasn’t about trust, as the boy had no 
idea he’d been induced into coming with a monster and 
while he could certainly overpower the much thinner young 
man, Aleks preferred to have them willing, - at least 
somewhat. Closing the distance, he gazed into Dillon’s eyes 
and smiled. How delicious. The boy was more than curious. 
Tonight’s feast and fuck would be a bit easier. For that he 
was grateful. Bone tired, he would need several feedings 
before he would have all of his strength and powers back. 
“You will have a drink.” It wasn’t a question but a 
commanding of wills. 


“Of course. Anything.” The ice somehow broken, Dillon 
smiled easily as he continued gazing at the telling art. His 
fingers traced down the length of a black and white 
depicting a specialized spanking bench. His legs trembling, 
he snuck a glance at Aleks before swallowing hard. 


Aleks watched his reaction and inched behind Dillon, 
allowing the tip of his finger to graze down the boy’s spine. 
“One of my finest pieces.” 


“It’s um...very...” 
“Haunting? Telling?” 


“Yas, "m 


Chuckling, Aleks moved back and allowed the boy space. 
As he prepared them both a drink, he called out to Jax 
again. He longed to see the stunning cop who’d risked his 
life to save others. He’d respected Jax’ need to process and 
to remain alone, but apart their respective enemies could 
kill them both. Unfortunately, their paths were going to have 
to cross again soon. While Durac had given him enough 
information about the future, he could smell this was 
completely a different set of players. The question was, who 
else was after him? 


He sighed as he thought about Dark Towers. The club was 
set to open in two nights and he wasn’t sure he had the 
energy to run a club, but the vantage point alone could 
prove to be beneficial. If another dark force were in town, 
they’d find him in the kink club easily enough. Perhaps he 
owed Felicity anyway. 


His hunger becoming almost desperate, Aleks slipped in 
the special powder. He might be a monster to some, but he 
refused to do harm when it wasn’t necessary. There was no 
doubt be preferred compliance in his submissives and one 
so young couldn’t understand his rather dark needs. Lifting 
the glass, he swirled Dillon’s drink until the trace amount 
was undetectable before taking a sip of his drink, savoring 
the burn of the single malt scotch as it slipped down his 
throat. As he carried the glass to the boy, he contemplated 
exactly what to do with the delectable creature. 


“I hope this is to your liking. It’s been awhile since I’ve had 
company,” Aleksandr breathed as he held out the glass. 


The instant their fingers touched, Dillon sucked in his 
breath and locked his eyes with Aleks’. Nodding, he brought 
the crystal to his lips and gulped, downing more than half 
the glass before turning away, “Are you coming on to me?” 


Aleks chuckled. “At least you’re direct.” 


“Į just...l can tell with a man, you know? Not that I’m 
anything special, but | get some of it at the club.” Dillon 
took another gulp of his drink and hid behind the glass. 


“Yes. I’m sure you do.” 
“So, um...SO...what do you want?” 


“What do I want?” Aleks emitted a long growl, the 
frequency barely audible as he licked the rim of his glass. 


“Yeah.” Lifting his head Dillon refused to blink, his eyes 
turning to ice. 


“I enjoy a man who understands the game. What | want is 
exactly what only a man can give me and | think it’s 
something you crave -- the darkness, the need burning deep 
within your body and your soul.” Aleks took a step forward, 
his eyes never leaving his prey. His cock twitched, aching for 
release. “You’ve had the moment in your life where you 
knew you need something that only a man can give you. 
Isn’t that right?” Cocking his head he licked his lips, sensing 
the drug already taking effect. 


“Yes.” Dillon took another gulp of his drink and lowered his 
gaze. 


“AS a boy your hungers were much different than those of 
other boys, weren’t they?” 


“Yyyeeeessss.” His voice barely audible, Dillon brushed 
his hand through his hair. 


Aleks closed the distance. The scent of the boy’s arousal 
permeated the air, electrifying his body. A single crackle 


could be heard above the din of the music. He was 
becoming the savage monster who dwelled within. “Are you 
ready to experience a level of rapture you’ve never 
experienced?” 


Barely nodding Dillon swayed back and forth, his body 
Shaking as he licked his lips. 


Aleks would never be the soft lover, the romantic man. He 
was no longer allowed the luxury, but he wouldn’t destroy a 
boy who offered not only sex but also food. He took the final 
gulp of his drink and took the glass out of Dillon’s shaking 
hand. Setting both down with a thud, he circled the boy, 
inhaling the subtle fragrance of shower gel and hairspray. 
He could see into the boy’s psyche and sensed what he was 
thinking. “Is your cock hard?” 


The question caught Dillon off guard. “I...yes.” 


Tipping his head back Aleks snarled, allowing his fangs to 
fully erupt as he took a single finger and brushed the tip 
down the side of Dillon’s face as he moved in front of the 
boy. Lifting Dillon’s chin, he pursed his lips before revealing 
just the tips of his fangs. Instead of the expected terror, this 
time the boy nodded as if he’d always known creatures of 
the night existed. “You now belong to be and you will obey. 
Do you understand?” 


“Yas, ” 


The single word of acceptance was all Aleks needed. 
“Come to me.” There was something quite magical about 
seeing a man accept the dark needs that lived inside, 
freeing him of all responsibilities of humanity for even the 
briefest of minutes. The boy trembled as he stepped 
forward. 


“What do you want?” Dillon’s voice was barely audible. 


“Remove your clothing.” While there wouldn’t be any 
playtime tonight, Aleks would still be able to enjoy the sheer 
joy of experiencing a young body. As a shimmer of 
moonlight flowed in from the floor to ceiling windows, he 
was able to admire Dillon’s lithe body and long legs. Carved 
hips framed an almost perfect set of thighs and showcased 
a long, thick shaft. Sucking in his breath he admired the boy 
in all his glory as he wrapped his hand around Dillon’s neck, 
drawing him forward. “If you’ve ever wanted to know what 
the taste of immortality is, you will now have the chance.” 


A single whimper escaped Dillon’s lips as he pressed his 
hands in front of his groin, covering his cock. 


Aleks grunted as he brushed his lips across Dillon’s and 
the flavor of the boy was almost too difficult to resist. 
Closing his eyes, he licked across the seam of Dillon’s 
mouth. He could hear the boy’s heart beating rapidly from 
the drug and desire and purred as he pressed his tongue 
inside. Their tongues entwining, Aleks grazed his hand down 
the front of Dillon’s chest to his hips, over his cock, sliding 
his fingers back and forth from one hipbone to the other. 


“Ooohhhh...” 


He held the boy tightly, his nails digging into Dillon’s 
tender flesh as he cupped Dillon’s balls, squeezing until the 
boy cried out. Nipping the boy’s lower lip, the taste of his 
blood sizzled Aleks until he was left breathless. Every nerve 
on fire, he hissed as he pulled back from the kiss and 
stroked Dillon’s cock. “Drop to your knees and suck me.” 
Savoring the drop of blood, he licked his lips and snarled, 
dragging his tongue across the tips of his fangs. There was 


something about the boy’s taste that was exquisite and 
quite powerful. 


Swallowing hard, Dillon gazed slowly down toward Aleks’ 
cock as he tongued his lip, his body shaking. “Yes, sir.” He 
eased down onto his knees and kept his gaze on Aleks’ face 
as he fumbled with the Russian’s belt, fumbling to open 
Aleks’ fly. “I’ve never done this before.” 


Aleks tilted his head down and smiled. “You'll learn.” The 
second Dillon freed Aleks’ cock the vampire grabbed the 
boy’s head and intertwining his fingers in his hair, he jerked 
him forward, forcing the boy between his legs. Aleks ached 
more than he had in so long and there was no doubt he 
could barely hold the monster at bay. It took all he had to 
keep from ravaging the boy. 


Darting his tongue out, Dillon licked the tip of his cock as 
he settled between Aleks’ legs, his fingers kneading the 
length of Aleks’ shaft. 


Aleks closed his eyes and imagined Jax tasting him, 
sucking him, and it was all he could do not to impale the 
young boy’s mouth. “Yyyyeeesss...” 


Encouraged, Dillon licked down the sensitive underside, 
every dart of his tongue tentative as he rubbed Aleks’ balls, 
rolling the tender sack between his fingers. 


“Very nice.” Chuckling, Aleks exposed his fangs and tipped 
his head back to roar into the dense air. It had been too long 
and he was desperately hungry for the ma, his man and the 
only lover he wanted to teach his dark arts and share his 
Sadistic needs. Jax was the only man who'd be able to 
tolerate his level of brutality and as of this moment, as he 
hovered between what was left of his humanity and the 


creature encapsulating his soul, he could barely hold back 
his swelling desire. “Suck me now.” 


Hearing the ugly glint of evil erupting from Aleks’ mouth 
Dillon whimpered, his hands shaking as he licked back up 
and took just the tip of Aleks’ cock into his mouth. His naked 
body shaking, he wrapped both hands around Aleks’ 
throbbing shaft and took him down an inch at a time as he 
pumped up and down on the base. 


His balls filling with seed, Aleks could only see blood red 
Sparks as they flecked back and forth across his field of 
vision. He’d gone too long without feeding. There was no 
doubt he could destroy the boy who would give him life. 
Grunting, he pushed back his demons and willed his body to 
accept the gift as Dillon took him deep in his throat until 
strangling sounds could be heard in the air. On fire and in 
desperate need, he grasped both sides of Dillon’s face and 
fucked his mouth in long, hard drives, until the tip slammed 
into the back of Dillon’s throat. 


The boy’s strangled cry filtered into the air and he 
moaned as he sucked, using his strong jaw muscles to 
clamp around the thick invasion. Up and down he went, 
allowing the monster before him to fuck his mouth hard. No 
longer in control, his almost vacant eyes stared up at Aleks 
simply allowing the almost brutal actions. 


Snarling, Aleks no longer cared whether the boy was 
terrified of the monster within. He roared as he tossed his 
head back and forth, his muscles rippling against the 
confines of his clothes. As the sound of ripping and 
shredding of material flowed between the two lovers, he 
emitted a low, keening growl and knew instinctively that his 
real lover and the man who would become his slave could 
hear. 


“Yyyeeesss.” As he jammed his cock hard into the boy’s 
mouth, every part of his body was ready to feed. Dragging 
Dillon up to his feet, he held him aloft as he showed the boy 
his fangs. “You will become mine.” 


Whimpering, Dillon grasped Aleks’ arms, his legs kicking 
out as the vampire thrust him over the back of the couch, 
spreading his legs wide. 


There was no time for foreplay and yet Aleks so desired to 
strap the boy to his cross and whip him into near 
unconsciousness. Clenching his eyes shut, he hissed as he 
lifted the boy’s hips and pressed the tip of his shaft to the 
entrance of Dillon’s virgin ass. Pushing the tip just inside, he 
threw his head back and screamed as he quickly impaled 
Dillon’s dark cavern in one long drive, forcing his thickening 
cock past the tight ring of muscle. 


“Aaaahhhhh!!” Struggling within the monster’s tight hold, 
Dillon whimpered and moaned, his legs kicking out as 
bubbles streamed from his mouth. 


In and out Aleks plunged. Harder and faster, every action 
becoming more manic as a near rush of adrenaline and 
power filled his body, sending endorphins flowing through 
the length of his body. On fire and very much alive, his eyes 
filled with blood just as his cock swelled until he could 
barely move inside the boy’s tight ass. 


“Oh...ohohoh!” Dropping his head, Dillon clawed the back 
of the sofa as he panted and writhed, yet his body 
completely succumbed to the man who held his very life in 
the palm of his hand. 


Aleks shifted back and forth as he continued thrusting into 
the boy’s dark hole, savoring the feel as Dillon’s muscles 
clamped around the thick invasion, milking him. He tried to 


hold back the raging orgasm as a feeling of euphoria 
wrapped around his system and he shuddered, but there 
was no way. Lost to his manic needs, he jerked Dillon’s head 
back exposing the side of his neck. Licking his lips, he 
narrowed his gaze, focusing on the pulse in the boy’s throat. 
Tipping his head back and emitting a roar of satisfaction, he 
lowered his head and sliced into the boy’s neck. As he 
erupted inside Dillon’s ass, filling him with cum, the rush of 
blood from the boy’s throat filled his system. 


Dillon’s slight whimpers became nothing more than 
strangled sounds of bliss as he sighed and closed his eyes. 


As he fed from the boy who was only the beginning of 
what he needed, he called out to his lover and could sense 
Jax’ desperate need as he experienced the same intense 
feelings. 


Soon you'll be mine forever. He could see Jax’ face 
shimmering in the slice of moonlight. Soon. 


Soon you'll be mine forever. Soon. 


Stumbling out of the bathroom, Jax shivered and gripped 
the wall. Panting, he dropped his head as images flashed 
across the periphery of his vision. “What the hell is going 
on?” He could see the boy as his blood pumped into his 
body, sending a series of thumps into his chest. Wiping his 
mouth with the back of his hand, he fought against the 
tremors racing down his spine. “Aleks don’t.” Yet the 


monster was only goading him with his need, filling Jax with 
a level of brazen desire he’d never felt before. 


Jax struggled to make it into his bedroom, his feet tripping 
over the edge of the runner and he fell across the bed. 
Goddamn his cock ached, thumping hard against his jeans. 
As if on fire, his entire body shook as sweat beaded on his 
Skin and coated him. Fumbling and panting, he bit back a 
scream. What the hell was wrong with him? “Don’t! Stop!” 
But as he could see Aleks thrusting his dick deep inside the 
boy’s ass, Jax could feel every wave of pleasure as the boy 
moaned and struggled, and yet succumbed completely. 


Hissing, his thick fingers fought to release his shaft as 
lights flashed across his eyes marring his vision. Suddenly, 
he could hear the echoes of the two lovers as Aleks took the 
boy hard and fast, pummeling his cock into the boy’s tight 
ass. Intense sensations of his dick being constricted forced 
an anguished cry from his mouth. 


Finally freeing his aching muscle, he wrapped his hand 
around the base, pumping savagely as he arched his back 
envisioning Aleks face, his mouth and tongue and his teeth 
ripping into his tender flesh. His blood boiling, he moaned 
and rocked as he stroked the entire length of his shaft with 
one hand and squeezed his balls to the point of brutal 
anguish. And still it wasn’t enough. He had to have more. Up 
and down he went as he heard every guttural sound the boy 
made, and every snarl emitted from the vampire who 
craved nothing more than to consume the body. 


Closing his eyes, he could sense what Aleks was thinking 
and what he needed. Aleks’ almost desperate desires filled 
his soul, turning what was last of a man into a creature. 
“Aleks...don’t...don’t.” As tears welled in the corners of his 
eyes, he continued pumping his cock up and down, chaffing 


his skin and yet, it wasn’t enough. The pressure would never 
be the same or enough. 


As the climax jolted his body up from the soft confines of 
his bed, he snarled and emitted a low-pitched howl as hot 
cum spewed from his slit. His heart racing, he could no 
longer feel his legs and suddenly everything was very clear. 
Every need. Every desire. He was no longer a man, but a 
growing monster and the only salvation was the man who’d 
been his lover, and the one he couldn’t do without. 


Hissing, he closed his eyes as the visions of being bound 
and tied flashed as vibrantly as if they’d just happened. 
There was something so freeing about being bound, 
completely helpless as his Master wielded the three-tailed 
whip across his ass. As he stood shivering, he could almost 
feel the brutal pain slicing into his flesh, as anguish became 
a level of rapture he could barely comprehend, and yet, he 
hungered for it. Licking his dry lips, he tried to disengage 
from the motion picture in his mind, but there were so many 
nights he’d lain awake after the explosion thinking - no 
dreaming -about being a part of this. A slave toa man anda 
lifestyle he didn’t understand. He was sick. He had to be. Yet 
the little voice inside his head told him that the almost 
desperate need had been buried inside him his entire life 
and he’d hidden behind a mask. 


“Stop it!” But he could hear Aleks’ sensual voice calling to 
him, dragging him back to his lair and dear God, he wanted 
more. He had to have more. There was nothing that would 
stop him from completely submitting to the man, the 
monster. As he sunk to the floor, Jax realized he was losing 
his mind. “Get it together. You have to.” As he crawled to 
the bathroom to slip into the costume - the one he wore 
daily - he knew his life today, and what he was becoming, 


was going to come to head soon. And the thought terrified 
him to death. 


KKK 


“All | can fucking say, is you better have brought coffee or 
so help me God I’m gonna kick your ass.” 


Jax eyed his partner and grinned as he held out a cup from 
Starbucks. “Here you go.” Mike Tomlin was gruff around the 
edges but a damn good man, and the best partner Jax had 
ever worked with. Opinionated and ballsy, the New York 
implant was a breath of fresh air. 


“Better not be some fru fru shit either.” Taking the cup 
Mike popped the lid and sniffed. “Thank God. Good ‘ole 
American bitter coffee.” 


“For four dollars the damn brew better be a bit better than 
that.” Waiting for Mike, Jax had settled behind the computer 
and begun searching the records. There were no reports of 
missing kids. This wouldn’t bode well. Still, it wasn’t just his 
gut telling him something was going on. It was what had 
become an almost fairly brutal six sense. Sighing, he rubbed 
his eyes and gazed back at the computer screen, willing a 
story to unfold. 


“You sounded freaky on the phone. You gonna spill it or 
what?” 


“You heard anything on the wires about missing kids?” 


“Nothing new, but then again the last time I looked | was 
working for homicide and not missing persons. What is with 
you lately? | understand about the fire and | know you 
haven’t gotten laid since the damn event, but you’re cranky 
and edgy and in truth you’re not making good decisions,” 
Mike said as he sat on the edge of the desk. “And you’re 
hiding some dark secret. Spill it.” 


Jax stole a glance in his direction and shook his head. “I’ve 
been having dreams lately and | swear to you, they’re so 
real it’s like the ugly visions are about the future.” 


Narrowing his eyes, Mike inhaled deeply before taking a 
gulp of his coffee. “Look. | know you better than most, and 
whatever happened in that time you spent alone solving the 
damn art murders a month ago changed you. You can 
confide in me and trust me. I’m your partner and | got your 
back.” 


How in the hell could he tell his partner that he’d not only 
gotten too far in the middle of the police investigation he 
probably cost lives, but that he wasn’t entirely sure those 
lives weren’t already dead? The ridiculous thought alone 
forced him to look away, fearful Mike would see past the 
mask he wore every day. Then again the ugly mask was 
getting worn thin. The last thing he could ever admit to 
anyone, including himself, was that Jax Steele not only 
hungered to explore more than just a taste of BDSM, but 
that he wanted to indulge in a dark relationship with a man. 
He had to bite back a strangled laugh thinking about what 
Aleks was. “I just hated putting Amanda in the middle of it 
because of my lack of judgment and now she won't forgive 
me.” 


“Uh-huh. Tell me another lie. We’re sitting here in the 
middle of the Goddamn night because of not just the first 


hunch you’ve had buddy, but the third. You have dreams 
and you call me, and | come here and we surf the net and 
you find nothing. Tell me, do you honestly believe I’m going 
to buy your story?” 


Shrugging, Jax shook his head. “I know what it seems like, 
but | assure you I’m right. Something bad is getting ready to 
explode and | fear we can’t control it this time.” 


“And you think we did the last time? You went off half- 
cocked and you almost got two civilians killed. You’re lucky 
Sergeant Sikes likes your pretty ass.” Grinning, Mike took a 
gulp of coffee, spilling the hot liquid down his chest. “Fuck! 
I’m going to clean this shit up and then you’re going to 
explain what you think is going on, so we can at least look 
for more than a single needle in the haystack. You got it, 
partner? And what the hell is wrong with your eyes lately? 
You look like a freakin’ horror show.” 


Jax watched Mike swagger out before turning back toward 
the computer. Rubbing his eyes, he sighed. Were they really 
that odd looking? Concentrate. What was Aleks trying to tell 
him and why? The memory of his morning rush filled his 
mind. He climbed out of his chair and walked toward the 
window as the sun slipped up from the horizon. The 
beautiful slice of tangerine and fuchsia was dazzling in 
richness, filling him with its positive brilliance, and yet his 
heart still ached. 


Palming the glass, he sighed and closed his eyes. Bitter 
bile filled the back of his throat. What the hell was he going 
to do? Licking his lips, he could swear he could taste the 
sweet tang of Aleks’ mouth. He pressed his hand down his 
chest and sighed again. Either he was losing his mind or he 
was dead on about the missing boy. And somehow he knew 
the answer. Every part of his body and soul told him 


someone had died just hours before. And now, how the hell 
was he going to convince anyone of his findings? 


He could hear his Sergeant’s booming voice in the other 
room. This was one shitty day and everyone was tense. 
Feeling a presence behind him Jax turned. 


“Detective, we need to talk,” Sergeant Sikes hissed as he 
walked into the room with Mike trailing behind him. 


Seeing the almost desperate look on his Sergeant’s face 
and the haunted one on Mike’s, he knew. Slumping against 
the window, he held his arms tight across his chest. “What 
did you find?” 


“There’s been murder of a Goddamned kid for Christ’s 
sake.” Shaking his head, the Sergeant glanced back and 
forth between Mike and Jax. 


Out of the corner of his eye he could see Mike sucking ina 
deep breath, his chest puffing up. “What aren’t you telling 
me?” 


“It’s bad,” the Sergeant hissed. “Just got off the phone 
with the Mayor.” 


“And?” Jax asked as he inched forward, his heart racing. 
“There’s little left of his body.” 


Jax eyed Mike and could hear the echo of his heart 
thumping in his ears. “Meaning?” 


“He’s torn limb from limb. The boy was mutilated by a 
monster.” 


Chapter Three 


“What the fucking hell’s going on with society?” Mike 
hissed as he paced back and forth in the alley. Grunting, he 
stole a glance down at the blood soaked pavement before 
hocking and spitting. 


Jax shook his head, “I don’t know how to answer that.” 
The evidence team from the coroner’s office had bagged 
and tagged the body or what was left of it and he couldn’t 
get the stench of death or rotting flesh out of his nostrils. 
Rotting? Hell, the shit hadn’t had time to congeal let alone 
rot but the smell was something he’d never be able to get 
rid of. The putrid fragrance of death had managed to 
permeate his lungs and clothing. Swallowing hard, he stood 
still as he gazed down at what was left of a boy. Only his 
beautiful face remained untouched; his dazzling green eyes 
wide open and staring blankly. From what he could tell the 
neck had been ripped open and then chewed on but dare he 
say the words to Mike? 


“Look at the fucker’s eyes. Sweet Jesus what the kid must 
have been seeing,” Mike hissed. “I don’t know how much of 
this | can take. And | thought New York murders were bad. 
Whew, fuck no.” 


Jax couldn’t look away. Whatever the tortured boy had 
seen before he was slaughtered had terrified him. 


“Is this what you think you saw in your mind?” 


“I don’t know. It was a sickening feeling like | knew 
something horrible was happening.” Gazing down the length 
of the alley Jax sniffed. 


“Interesting place to commit a murder.” 


“Didn't happen here, Mike. This is nothing more than a 
dumping ground.” The ugly alley was nestled in the boughs 
of the warehouse district. He noticed the heaps of trash and 
a discarded dumping ground of everything from office 
furniture to building materials. He didn’t need his cop 
instincts to tell him the nasty, littered area wasn’t the kill 
zone. 


“Yeah, well this is a congressman’s kid. As in Christopher 
Bowen’s only son. You better be right about this one, and 
you'd better have some idea who or what could have done 
this.” Mike cursed and crossed him self as he gazed down at 
the bloody mess. 


Jax hissed as he shook his head. Congressman Christopher 
Bowen was from the old school of hard knocks. He’d made it 
a personal mission since getting elected to wipe the city of 
the emerging kink clubs. The high-powered official had even 
targeted Dark Towers, but moved on after it went dark. 
Hmmm... He couldn’t help but wonder if the club opening 
again had anything to do with the murder. “Great. | bet this 
is going to hit the press hard. We’d better be prepared for 
it.” Between the Congressman’s press releases, pointed 
television interviews and laws introduced during his tenure, 
the man had made more than a few enemies. “You know, 
given the man’s hatred of kink clubs, it could mean this 
horror is nothing more than a first target for the man and his 
designs.” 


“Not a well liked fuck, was he?” 


“To say the least.” 


“But this is extreme for a vengeance kill and you know it,” 
Mike said as he folded his arms. 


“I know, but stranger things have happened. Hell, the kid 
couldn’t be more than fifteen for Christ’s sake. Was there 
any report of drugs?” 


“From what the Sarge was able to glean, no the kid was a 
straight ‘A’ student; a nerd really. There’s no record or any 
reports of anything out of the ordinary. From what we know 
Timmy was your normal teenager. He was a damn good long 
distance runner too.” 


“Interesting. Did mommy and daddy report him missing?” 


Mike sniffed. “Well, from what the black and whites said 
mom mentioned ‘Timmy’s been gone for over three days’ 
but she didn’t indicate anyone knew.” 


Jax narrowed his eyes. Wait a minute, a bright kid who’s 
never been in trouble gone for three days and they didn’t 
report him missing? What the hell am | missing here?” 


” 


“You have to remember daddy is facing harsh criticism, 
Mike snorted. 


“That means there’s a whole lot more to this story.” 
“You thinking a girl?” 


“No. | think something else entirely.” Jax gazed down the 
length of the alley and had no doubt they wouldn’t find any 
evidence. This was simply a dumping ground in close 
proximity enough to the public eye that the body would be 
found. This was a sign of more to come. Lifting his head he 


sniffed and could swear a subtle stench remained. Human or 
perhaps otherwise, he wasn’t so sure. 


“What in the fuck could have done this shit?” 


“I don’t fucking know.” But Jax had seen enough with the 
bloodshed from the murder the month before. He was 
beginning to wonder whether they, at minimum, had a 
copycat killer. What perhaps was the most disturbing was 
not the murder itself, but the way the body parts, and what 
remained of them, were hacked up. Shivering, he knew that 
wasn’t the truth. What was left of an arm and leg and 
perhaps a groin, was ripped and not with simply a sharp 
instrument. Teeth had to be involved. But there was no way, 
was there? How the hell was he going to tell the parents 
about how their kid was found? 


“There has to be a Goddamn big animal loose in the city. 
You know, like a fucking cougar or wolf at least. This is some 
kinda shit.” 


“Oh, | think we have a wolf in sheep’s clothing and | think 
mom knows something she hasn’t told anyone yet. Time to 
make an appointment with the parents.” 


“We have everything, Detectives. We’re going to take the 
body downtown,” the young man said quietly, his face 
ashen. 


Jax nodded, “Thanks boys. What a mess.” 


The two men nodded and turned silently as they moved 
toward the van. 


Eyeing the wagon as it left, Jax hated everything about the 
body farm, or so they liked to call the coroner’s office. 


“What clubs are within walking distance of here, or hell, 
driving distance?” 


Mike scoffed. “This is fucking Jackson Ward my man. As in 
the one of the worst places full of nothing but scarred 
remains of the glory days of Richmond and a bunch of crack 
dealers living on the street. There’s nothing close by that 
matters other than more death.” 


“And | think there’s going to be more.” 


“Would you stop that bullshit? We have a prominent 
citizen’s kid’s remains lying in the middle of a fucking alley 
in the heart of never-neverland and you're talking mumbo 
jumbo.” 


“It’s not mumbo jumbo. This is what...” Interrupted by the 
squawking of Mike’s police radio, Jax sighed. It wasn’t the 
exact scene he’d dreamt, but close enough it fucking 
terrified the hell out of him. 


“Yeah we’re here, Sarge.” 


Jax had never seen anything done by a blade or hacksaw 
or any other tool that could inflict the level of damage he 
saw when they’d arrived. While they’d walked the alley 
more than once, there was no immediate evidence and 
every instinct in his body told him clearly there wouldn’t be 
any. 


“We got it, yeah no problem. We'll be back there as soon 
as we finish here.” Mike snapped his phone shut and sniffed. 
“The kid sneaked out five fucking days ago. Five fucking 
days.” 


“And the parents just called about this bit of evidence? 
Goddamn | could strangle them.” 


Mike turned his head and hissed. “Someone must have 
pressured mama. Then again, perhaps it was the note they 
found in their mailbox this morning. Something to the effect 
of ‘what a beautiful sacrifice?’” 


Opening and closing his mouth, Jax shook not only from 
the words but also from the way this was all making him 
feel. “Goddamn it. We have to find this freak.” 


“Yeah well the Sergeant wants us back at the station 
pronto. Seems like this is big news,” Mike said as he wiped a 
bead of sweat from his brow. 


“Meaning?” 
“Meaning there might be another kid missing.” 


His blood ran cold as Jax struggled to breathe and for a 
minute he could see another kid in his mind. “There’s a 
connection.” 


“Yeah? Well you better get your damn facts straight before 
we roll back into the precinct or not only is the Sergeant 
gonna have your ass, but the Mayor will eat you for lunch, 
and the rest | don’t want to even think about.” 


Jax nodded, “I know.” Tipping his head to the sky he 
sniffed and could swear Aleks was close. “lIl be right back.” 


“Where the fuck are you going? You know damn good and 
well we have to get back.” 


“Just a second.” Holding his hand out Jax walked slowly to 
the end of the alley. The backside faced the river and a 
perfect dumping ground. Not all of the body parts were with 
the body and while the location was easy to hide a body, 
the James River was a better place to hide. “I know you're 


here.” Sensing the vampire, he eased onto the grassy knoll 
facing the river and gazed up and down the length of the 
bank. Only a light breeze pulsed in his face. 


Jax... 


He heard the call of his Master and turned. Opening his 
eyes wide Jax shivered as he saw the man on the other side 
of the river. There was no doubt it was Aleks. Swallowing 
hard, he sensed the connection was somehow stronger. 
Why? He folded his arms and knew their paths would have 
to cross again soon. Tipping his head, he nodded and 
narrowed his eyes. There was something the man, the 
monster, was trying to tell him. 


“What are you staring at, buddy?” Mike asked as he stood 
behind Jax. 


Turning slightly he nodded toward his partner before 
stealing a glance back across the river. Aleks was gone. 
“Just hoping we don’t have a Serial killer on our hands.” 


“Uh-huh. | think we need to go.” 


“Right there.” Jax glanced at his watch. Barely eight thirty 
in the morning he knew it was going to be a very long damn 
day. 


KKK 


Clenching his fists Aleks snarled, sensing the presence. 
While they were cloaking their existence well, the fresh 
blood coursing through his system allowed Aleks to detect 


certain activities. The scent of a rotting flesh was strong, 
wafting across his nostrils along with the scent of his lover 
and mate. Jax Steele was filled with concern. And desire. As 
he walked back toward his car he tipped his head and 
sniffed. Yes, someone was playing a very dark game with 
either Jax or him. He licked his lips and honed in on his 
strengthening senses. The boy’s blood was just what he’d 
needed but his body would need much more in order to gain 
full control of his abilities. 


There were many of them and hording, as if a clan, a clan 
of men or monsters? Climbing into his Viper, he started the 
engine and contemplated going to see the good detective. 
“No, you're going to come to me.” As he threw the car into 
gear he headed for the dark alley that held the remains. The 
kill was fresh. The bloody stench wafting across the river 
told the story. 


Driving through the streets he thought again about Durac 
and the boy, and of Nickolay. Hissing, his fangs elongated 
thinking about the damning events. If only he’d been 
stronger, then perhaps he could’ve saved his brother. Sadly, 
if Durac was correct then he had little time to repair the 
damage done or there would be a black sea of war waged in 
the human town. It was something that couldn’t happen, his 
kind were ready to take over, not be thrown back into the 
bowels of hell. Yet nothing would matter without Jax Steele. 
There were too many ancient curses that he was concerned 
about and now he wasn’t sure whether the stories Durac 
had drilled into his mind during his changing were all true. 
In truth, how could Aleks know he was the intended King of 
his people? Was it all a tall tale? For all he knew Nikolay was 
in on the entire scheme with Durac. 


“Fuck.” Slamming his hand against the steering wheel, he 
fought his growing rage as he realized he’d need more than 


just blood to hone his senses. 


He remained stoic as he drove through the ugly city 
streets, determined to allow Jax the space and time he 
needed to fully understand what had happened to him. 
Unfortunately, there was little time. There were only a few 
ways he could protect his lover unless the man succumbed 
to him fully and completely. Yet Aleks knew Jax wasn’t ready 
to give up his humanity yet. Fingering the cross he was 
grateful the final piece of the puzzle hadn’t been ripped 
from him in the explosion. Unfortunately, the dagger was 
missing but for some reason he didn’t think Durac had it. 
Call it his gut instinct, which meant Durac would eventually 
need one or both pieces. Still, with the potion, the amulet 
and Dimitri in tow, Durac was powerful. 


Cruising into the alley he rolled the car to a stop. He didn’t 
need to get out of the car to sense the evil lurking in the 
shadows, but as he stepped out of the vehicle he growled 
and closed his eyes. The ugly vision of the boy being ripped 
apart splashed through his mind, showering him with horrid 
visions. The brutality was not that of a controlled being. 
They were hungry and real monsters, and yet they weren’t 
the undead. They were something else entirely. 


Aleks headed toward the scene of the body dump and 
bent down, dragging his fingers through the remaining 
blood. As he brought the dried beads to his lips, he sniffed 
before licking his fingers. The boy had been given drugs and 
yet whatever it was, wasn’t discernable. Darting his tongue 
out he licked the trickle of blood again and a single vision 
came in front of his face. 


It was the last face the boy had seen before he died. 
“Interesting.” Hearing the low cackle he froze, and then 
hissed, rising to his full height. The light breeze that blew 


allowed the scent of the creature to flow across the alley 
and as he turned slowly he narrowed his eyes. While Aleks 
was formidable in several aspects he wasn’t going to create 
a scene in the middle of a city street unless forced. Sniffing, 
he licked his lips and knew from the acid scent the entity 
wasn’t directly involved with the killing but close enough 
she was some part of it, perhaps a ritual kill? That would 
make sense given the level of brutality. “You hide behind 
Shadows. Show yourself.” 


“And you hide behind a facade.” The dark voice 
whispered, the tone more guttural than dangerous. 


Aleks could detect a slight accent, but it was masked. Her 
voice held a quiet lilt and yet there was something odd 
about her. “What do you want?” 


“What you have and yet so much more.” 


Interesting words. This was nothing more than a fact 
finding meeting and Aleks could sense nothing about the 
creature, which meant the being had power or she was 
being guarded by a master, of course. Was she sent as a 
century or was she on her own? Then again, was she a lure? 
Sighing, he gazed down at the blood and closed his eyes. He 
could see the boy bound and gagged, his body being used 
in non-traditional method of torture. They were the old 
methods but the being wasn’t vampire, “And what is that?” 


Purring, she laughed. “You'll find out when it’s time. The 
riddle is only beginning. If you're as powerful as you say you 
are then we might be able to help each other.” 


Aleks gazed at the shadowy form and sighed before 
honing in on the keen senses of the woman. While she was 
in human form, her blood was tainted. “If it’s me you seek, 
why won’t you tell me what you want?” 


She cooed and allowed several seconds to pass before 
speaking. "Because | want so much more and only you can 
help me get what I want. | came to warn you. Watch your 
back. He’s very powerful and he'll hurt you.” 


“Why tell me this?” She was being guarded by another 
layer of power, and one he wasn’t used to. While he 
suspected it wasn’t vampire he didn’t know all the clans and 
with his weakened state she could be anything, including 
simply another lie. 


She hesitated, “Because I’m not a monster.” Backing into 
the shadows she scuttled away, running quickly down the 
alley and disappearing into the street. 


Aleks sighed. How many more would die? 


“What the fuck do you mean your damn ‘instinct’ here?” 
Sergeant Sikes spat as he paced the office, his steps hard 
and heavy. 


“I told ya buddy,” Mike whispered. 


“Cut the shit out, both of you. | don’t need anymore crap 
getting out to the press. Do you know I’ve been fielding calls 
already about this fucking bullshit!” 


“Calm down, Sergeant. We’re going to talk to the parents 
and try and make a connection.” Sighing, Jax rubbed his 
eyes. Bone weary already, nothing tasted good, and he was 
so damn antsy. 


“| have parents all over the damn city pulling kids from 
school,” the Sergeant snarled as he pounded his fist on top 
of his desk, knocking his nameplate off the front. 


As it tumbled into the floor both Mike and Jax watched as 
it seemed to fall in slow motion. Mike sucked in his breath. 
Jax bent over and picked it up and tried to keep his voice 
even. “Maybe that’s not such a bad idea.” 


Sergeant Sikes eyed him before shaking his head. “I’m not 
even going to answer that. Just go talk to the parents.” 


“What do you hear about another missing kid?” Mike 
asked. 


“I don’t know yet. Nothing’s been confirmed. I’m going to 
try and calm down our Mayor and have a long talk with the 
coroner. Do not, and allow me to repeat myself here, do not 
say anything to Congressman Bowen, period. You got me?” 


Jax and Mike nodded and as they started out the door the 
Sergeant grabbed Jax’ arm. “I’m fine, Sergeant.” 


“I told you this before, you’re a damn good cop but | can’t 
have this going on. You go by the book. Do you 
understand?” 


Jax nodded. 


“Look, | Know the art gallery murder thing really got to you 
and if you need more time off that’s fine.” 


“What if I’m right?” 


“What if you’re right?” The Sergeant asked as he locked 
eyes with Jax. 


“Yeah? What if this is the first?” Jax watched as the 
Sergeant paled. 


“Then God help us.” 


KKK 


“There’s nothing else you can tell us Mrs. Bowen?” Jax 
asked as he tried to keep his voice calm. In the thirty-minute 
interview, that seemed more like a brutal interrogation 
given the Congressman’s swearing, he wasn’t sure if they’d 
learned anything helpful at all. He could tell the woman 
wanted to answer, yet she continued to dart glances toward 
her husband as she sat wringing her hands. While they were 
both obviously experiencing tremendous grief, Betty Bowen 
was much more distraught. 


“We've told you everything!” Christopher Bowen snapped. 


“If | didn’t know any better Congressman, I’d say you 
know much more,” Mike snapped. 


Jax gave him a sharp look. “We understand how difficult 
this is for you both and certainly appreciate the time you’ve 
taken. We'll leave our cards and if you can think of anything 
else, please don’t hesitate to call.” Standing slowly he 
scanned the living room, eyeing the multitude of pictures 
and couldn’t help but notice that Timmy wore a frown in 
almost every one. 


Mike sucked in his breath but said nothing as he pushed 
his card across the coffee table and stood. “Remember, you 
might keep this from happening again.” 


Goddamn he could slap his partner! Jax stole a glance at 
the Congressman and could see the man bristling. 


“I'll walk you to the door,” Betty said quietly as she looked 
down and plodded out of the living room. 


“You will find my son’s killer, won’t you officers?” 
Christopher Bowen asked as he wiped a single tear from the 
corner of his eye. 


“We'll do our best, sir,” Jax said as he nodded. As they 
walked into the dimly lit foyer he could tell how antsy Betty 
was, “Thank you for talking with us.” 


“I have something that might help,” Betty whispered as 
she looked over her shoulder. 


Mike inched toward the back of the foyer as if to block the 
view. 


“What’s that, Ms. Bowen?” Jax asked causally, not wanting 
to spook her. 


She wrung her hands before brushing one through her 
hair. “I don’t know if it means anything but...” 


“You never know.” 


Holding out her hand, she glanced toward the floor. 
“Timmy tried to be a good boy, but he wasn’t interested in 
what his father wanted him to be. He liked his Goth games 
and music and | think we drove him away.” Her voice caught 
as tears slipped from her eyes. 


Jax took the folded piece of paper and slipped it into his 
pocket. “Where did you find this?” 


“Sticking out beneath his mattress. | can’t imagine Timmy 
going to a club like this, but | don’t know. He’s been so 
damn distant lately. Even his grades were falling. | couldn’t 
tell his dad. | don’t know. God...” Tipping her head she 
locked eyes with Jax. “Chris isn’t a bad man, just harsh. He 
loved Timmy though. But if he sees this it’s going to upset 
him so much. | just don’t know what to think. | mean 
Timmy’s never been into this kind of thing at all. And...” She 
glanced back over her shoulder as a nervous tick moved 
across her mouth. She wiped her fingers across her lips as if 
holding in a moan. 


“It’s okay. Whatever it is, we’ll check it out.” 


“Thank you.” Her voice barely audible, she blinked 
furiously. 


Jax could clearly see the anguish in her eyes. “Thank you 
for helping.” Whatever she’d given him had to be fairly 
telling. “If you think of anything, call me.” 


“| will,” she said as tears fell down her cheeks. 


As they walked out the door Jax could clearly see Mike was 
ready to say something crass. He held up his hand and 
walked quickly toward the car. His sixth sense told him that 
the Congressman was watching every move they made. 
Why was the man being so cagey? “Don’t say anything. Just 
get in the car and drive.” 


“Yeah, warm guy that fella,” Mike grumbled as he climbed 
into the car huffing and cursing under his breath. “I hate 
fucking politicians.” Slamming the gear into drive, he jerked 
the car away from the curb. “Okay what is it?” 


Jax opened the crumbled paper and sighed. Why were his 
hands instantly shaking? “Fuck,” he breathed and fingered 


the lettering. “I don’t believe this.” 
“Out with it, buddy.” 


“Let me finish reading.” Yet he was merely buying time to 
calm his nerves. As he read the words again, he sighed. The 
Crypt. Join a highly erotic club specializing in the darker side 
of lust. If you dare... There was no address and no phone 
number but the pictures on the glossy were enough to 
tantalize any teenager. He sighed and rubbed his tired eyes. 
“I think we have a kinky club to blame.” 


“What are you talking about?” Mike craned his neck and 
glanced at the picture. “Is that a naked woman being 
flogged? Shit!” 


“It is indeed.” And while Jax knew pictures could be 
doctored, there was something about the look of the place 
that garnered not only his attention, but also sent prickles 
sliding down his back. It wasn’t that the picture and the 
thumbnails posted around the page were a copycat to 
Aleks’, but there was something far too eerie about them. 
Instinct told him they had a player on their hands. One who 
was targeting kids. “Ever heard of The Crypt?” 


“Bloody hell, no. Are clubs like that legal?” 


“Some are, but none shove this kind of activity in your 
face.” 


“It’s no wonder the prim and proper Betty Bowen didn’t 
say anything in front of her husband. Shit, you think sweet 
little Timmy was involved with some crap like this?” 


Jax shrugged. “I do. One way or the other. And | bet 
they’re targeting kids. We have to try and find out where 
this place is.” 


“How the hell can we do that?” 


Unfortunately, Jax had an idea. Swallowing hard he tried 
to concentrate of what and how they could target kids and 
sighed. 


“I can hear your wheels turning over here. What are you 
thinking, and if you go off half-cocked so help me God!” 


“Not half cocked. Did you know Dark Towers is re- 
opening?” 


“That...that sick kinky place that, what was her name, 
Felicity ran?” 


“The very one.” 


“No,” Mike said as he sniffed before turning toward Jax. 
“Wait a minute. You don’t think I’m going back in that damn 
place do you? | mean come on, those weirdos in there were 
real freaks and they pawed all over each other, the 
faggots.” 


Jax cringed and eyed the paper again, realizing his hands 
were shaking. Was this what Aleks was trying to tell him? 
“Not you. Me.” 


“Uh-huh. I’m not sure | really want to hear the answer to 
this, but who’s running it now? Didn’t that Russian dude 
disappear?” 


“Only for awhile. He’s the other legal owner.” 


“Un-fucking believable. If | didn’t know better partner, I’d 
say Karma was coming back to kick your ass. I’d watch 
yourself if | were you.” 


“Meaning?” 


Mike rubbed his jaw and stared into traffic. As he finally 
slowed down for a light, he turned and locked eyes with Jax. 
“I have a terrible feeling this man is going to get you killed.” 


Or one of the undead... 


Shivering, Jax closed his eyes and could still hear Aleks’ 
voice. His cock twitching he bit his lips and fought back the 
hunger. Was it just for flesh or blood as well? 


Chapter Four 


Undulating back and forth she danced enjoying the dark, 
angry music as she closed her eyes and drank in the 
electricity moving through her body. The music was piped in 
loud and harsh just like she liked it, the alcohol flowed freely 
and the wonderful scents of jasmine and vanilla filled the 
air. Lindsay felt like she was quite possibly in heaven. While 
she wished her friends had stayed, she knew her particular 
kinky needs were a bit out of the ordinary and there was a 
part of her that was grateful her ‘besties’ wouldn’t see. After 
all, her almost violent need to be whipped and fucked 
roughly wasn’t for everyone. At least her given hungers 
gave her an edge among the other girls. Too bad Sugar 
Daddy said she needed to learn more. Huffing, she knew he 
was right and this was the perfect place to learn everything 
she could to move up in the world. 


The invitation had caught her off guard but she was 
thrilled in more ways than one. She licked her lips and 
thought about all the sexy little purchases she could make 
with more money. While Lindsay liked school, she wanted 
more out of life and was doing everything in her power to 
get it. 


She walked into another room and sighed as her heart 
fluttered. Yummy. The scene of a young girl being flogging 
mercilessly by four masked and very muscular men sent 
tremors dancing down her back. Instantly several trickles of 
her pussy juice moistened her already damp panties. The 
raven-haired girl was completely naked and crimson streaks 
covered almost every inch of her back, buttocks and legs. 


Shackled and gagged, her eyes were closed but with each 
hard strike of the whips she struggled and screamed, the 
sound muffled. 


Lindsay stood mesmerized as the jazzed crowd swayed 
back and forth grunting and moaning. In various states of 
undress they pawed and licked each other as their hunger 
ebbed and flowed. While she’d seen movies and pictures 
online, being up close and personal was so much better. She 
was as extremely turned on. Panting, she licked her dry lips 
and inched forward. Her vantage point allowed her to see 
the girl’s pained face but oddly enough there was a look of 
complete rapture as well, as if she wanted more and more. 
Lindsay envisioned herself being tied and flogged and could 
barely keep her legs from buckling. How long had she felt 
such an incredible need? 


A rush swept her system and she pressed her hand into 
the bodice of her dress, flicking her finger back and forth 
across her nipple until the bud became rock hard. Dear God, 
she hungered for him. 


Whoosh! Crack! 


“Mmmm...” Lindsay hissed. Out of the corner of her eye 
she could see others waiting their turn as another apparatus 
was being moved into position. Why hadn’t she found out 
about this club earlier? It was too good to be true. She 
twisted her nipple until a slice of agony forced her to suck in 
her breath. But then again the feeling was so delicious. 
Turning around slowly she locked eyes with a man who was 
staring at her intently, watching every move she made. My, 
oh my. 


He tipped his head and gave her a seductive look before 
turning his head and eyeing the staged event. 


Lindsay closed her eyes and enjoyed the sensations 
washing over her body. Clenching her pussy muscles 
together she could almost make herself cum. Wouldn’t that 
be a wicked thing to do? When she finally looked again, her 
mystery man wasn’t in sight. Attempting to act coy, she 
moved through the crowed of people and scanned the room. 
Damn it! Where had he gone? Chastising her silly behavior, 
she walked to the other side of the room, garnering more 
than one look from the burly men performing acts. Their 
gazes were full of hunger and something else - savage 
need. 


Easing through the revelers she folded her arms before 
walking to the bar. 


“What will you have?” the bartender asked. 


Lindsay smiled and wondered if they only hired sexy men. 
“Red wine.” 


“You got it.” 


As she waited and scanned the crowd, she sighed. If only 
she could bring her friends here. The place was dark and 
Ominous and ripe with mystery, but it was also the most 
sensual place she’d ever been in. From the red velvet 
curtains, to the silk pillows adorning the floors, and the 
torches that glowed in a deep violet hue, the place was like 
a bordello of sin. 


“Here you are. That'll be five dollars,” the bartender cooed 
as he slid the glass of wine in front of her. 


“On the house.“ A deep voice resonated behind her. 


“As you wish, boss.” Smiling, the bartender gazed down 
the length of her and back up, settling on her breasts before 


licking his lips and moving back away, his dark eyes 
shimmering in the ambient glow. 


Lindsay inhaled the musky aroma of the man as she 
tipped her head to look at her benefactor. Holy shit, girl, 
you’ve died and gone to heaven. “Thank you.” 


“My pleasure.” 


Giggling, she suckled her finger as her eyes fluttered open 
and closed. Her heart thudded in her chest. Dear God, he’s 
so damn sexy. In all her years she’d never seen any man 
quite as handsome as the rough-hewn hunk who stood in 
front of her. And the way he was staring at her was nothing 
short of... There was no doubt in her mind the sensuous 
creature was undressing her with his eyes. 


For a minute he kept his distance, swaying to the heady 
music as he blazed a trail down the length of her body and 
back up. Suddenly self-conscious, she could almost swear 
he could see through her rather skimpy black dress. Then 
again, he had seen her tweaking her nipples. There was 
something so beguiling about his mannerisms that she 
could barely breathe. As the music and motion seemed to 
slow around her, she brushed her hands through her long, 
golden hair and tipped her head back, allowing the sultry 
strings of guitar to take her to a distant erotic location. She 
was light and free, every part of her body fluid and in 
motion. 


Closing her eyes, she fell into the almost euphoric 
thoughts and feelings. She licked her lips as another trickle 
of her pussy juice slid in to her thong. Every part of her body 
on fire, she laughed softly as she heard what had to be the 
sexiest voice on God’s green earth. She could hear him 
moving closer. Taking a sip of her wine Lindsay held the 


glass in front of her before licking the rim and gazing into 
his eyes. 


“You're beautiful. Stunning. What’s your name?” As he 
took a long sip of his drink, he kept his eyes pinned on hers. 


Lifting her head, the sight of him barely four inches away 
forced a single whimper to tremble past her lips. Whew, was 
all she could think. “Lindsay.” Did they really create men 
who looked this way? His dark hair managed to shine in the 
dim lighting and somehow reflected off - what she could 
only think of as - iridescent eyes. But that couldn’t be, could 
it? Yet Lindsay could swear she could see directly into his 
soul. She allowed a gaze down his body and swooned. Holy 
hell, she could see his cock throbbing in his skin-tight black 
jeans. As visions of dropping to her knees and taking his 
thick cock into her hands before wrapping her mouth around 
the tip fluttered into the back of her mind, she sighed. She 
was no virgin, but she also had never had this blatant of a 
reaction to any man. The college boys were almost too 
primitive in their needs and their habits. 


“Lovely name for a lovely woman.” His voice rumbled in 
the dimly lit space. 


His deep timbre somehow managed to send electric jolts 
dashing down her spine. Licking her lips, Lindsay fought to 
regain her composure. “And you are?” 


“Misha, I’m the owner of this fine establishment. I’m very 
glad to have a woman as beautiful as you grace our rather 
forbidden erotic zone.” 


“Oh.” The way he said the words was a brazen attempt at 
seducing her. There was no doubt. Why was her heart 
beating so irregularly? As a single bead of perspiration 
trickled down her cheek she resisted wiping it away 


furiously. Taking another sip of wine she savored the crisp 
flavor, and watched as several couples panted and groaned. 
Every aspect of their brazen actions, as the men licked bare 
nipples while others stroked bare pussies, was nothing short 
of mind blowing. She could almost gather a whiff of the 
women’s sex as they writhed and undulated. Fingers pushed 
inside in manic actions, driving the women up from the 
pillows. Stars floated across her field of vision and as 
Lindsay blinked and attempted to focus, suddenly she was 
the girl writing, her legs spread wide open as several men 
finger fucked her. “Fuck me, God yes, fuck me,” she 
breathed as she offered her body to the men who groped 
and tasted. 


Each man dipped their heads and licked up the inside of 
her thigh and the nearer to her dripping cunt the more she 
moaned, tossing her head back and forth. “Yes...God yes...” 
Arching her back, she opened her legs further as a blond 
God lifted her ass, spreading her wide open before burying 
his head into her wet heat, lapping her furiously like he 
couldn’t get enough. 


“What the...” Dragging herself out of the intense vision, 
Lindsay gulped her wine. Tingling, she could almost feel a 
wet tongue sliding over her pussy, swirling around her clit. 


“Very intense, isn’t it?” 


The deep timbre of his voice skated across her skin like a 
velvet glove. “Yes.” 


“We take pleasure in allowing all aspects of passion to be 
enjoyed here. Tell me, do you like what you see?” Misha 
asked as he inched closer. 


“Um, it’s incredible.” Her voice barely audible, she 
realized a bubble had slipped past her lips. Two men in the 


distance caught her attention. Shifting, Lindsay craned her 
neck to watch as the dark haired one dropped to his knees 
and took the rugged blond man’s cock into his hands. 
Opening and closing her mouth, she became a lecherous 
voyeur as the kneeling man darted his tongue out to lick 
across the gruff man’s shaft. “Oh...” Had she purred? Every 
nerve on fire, she was vaguely aware of Misha’s fingers 
grazing up and down her naked arm as he settled in beside 
her. 


Misha inhaled deeply and grunted as he reached out and 
gathered the bead of perspiration in between his fingers, 
drawing the tip to his mouth. Savoring the flavor he gave 
Lindsay a hungry look. 


Her body quivered. Somehow the act was almost too 
intimate and every part of her tingled, driving a series of 
electric shocks deep into her cunt. There was something so 
mesmerizing about his eyes and yet his body called to her 
as if begging. She was suddenly unable to breathe and 
needed air. “I...ummm...” Stealing another glance at the 
carnal acts of the two men, she honed in on their moment of 
lust as the man standing hissed and wrapped his hand 
around the other man’s strands of long hair, forcing his 
head down to accept he entire length of his cock. Up and 
down he jerked the other man’s head as he tossed his own 
back and roared. Using the power of his leg muscles he 
drove harder into his lover’s mouth. 


Misha wrapped his hands around her arms and drew her 
further into the heat of his body. “Are you all right?” 


Why did the sensuous tone skate down the length of her 
body? Lightheaded, Lindsay could barely tear her eyes away 
from the sinful scene. Just as the blond erupted into the 
other man’s mouth, her legs buckled and she would have 


fallen if Misha hadn’t wrapped his arm around her waist. 
“Yes. | just...just need some air.” 


“I know what you need.” Turning her around slowly he 
placed both hands on the sides of Lindsay’s face, bringing it 
closer. “Oh yes. | Know exactly what you need.” As he eased 
her face forward he captured her mouth, pressing his 
tongue past her lips. 


The taste of him was unlike anything she’d ever 
experienced. Tangy, yet filled with a rich subtle hint of 
something almost sickeningly sweet. She closed her eyes as 
Misha drew her into the heat of his body. Instantly she could 
feel how hard his cock was as he ground his hips back and 
forth across hers, allowing his throbbing shaft to press into 
her belly. The noise and sound around her faded away as 
the kiss continued and she became consumed in only him, 
lost to the intensity of the passion. 


When Misha finally broke the kiss he nipped her bottom 
lip, taking the tender flesh between his teeth and biting 
down. He slid his hand down from her cheek to her neck and 
down slowly, inching his fingers inside her dress. 


Lindsay gasped as he touched her hard nipple, pinching 
and twisting until she moaned, her legs shaking. There was 
nothing like the intense feel of the man’s hands, and electric 
jolts scattered throughout her body at his touch. Dear God, 
She felt like she was going to melt. 


Easing back Misha tilted his head as he slowly moved his 
hands to the thin wisps of her shoulder straps, only stopping 
to grunt as he inched the fabric down her shoulders and 
exposing her breasts. 


Lindsay gasped, but as she gazed into the blackest eyes 
she’d ever seen she closed her eyes and fell into the 


moment of utter sexuality. When he cupped and kneaded 
her breasts, pinching and twisting her nipples, she didn’t cry 
out. Instead she slid her hands down the front of her thighs. 
Gripping the hem of her dress she inched the thin material 
up until she just exposed her lace-covered mound. “Oh...” 
Somewhere in the back of her mind she realized what she 
was doing was insane, but the way the man was touching 
her was simply too difficult to resist. 


“Finger your pussy for me,” Misha whispered before 
lowering his head and capturing her nipple. Taking the hard 
bud between his teeth he sucked and nipped. When she 
didn’t respond he growled and darted a quick look into her 
eyes. “| said finger your cunt.” 


Nodding, she obeyed immediately and slid her fingers 
past the thin bit of elastic. The moment her fingers found 
her wet heat she lolled her head back and moaned. “Oh... 
ohoh...” 


“That’s it. Finger fuck yourself for me.” 


“But...” A single hint of terror raced down her spine but for 
some reason Lindsay knew this was supposed to happen. 


“Shhh...it’s all right.” Reaching down Misha wrapped one 
hand around the bit of lace and with a single jerk, ripped the 
thong from her. 


The force brought a whimper from her mouth and as she 
clawed Misha’s arm with one hand, digging into his flesh, 
she fought to keep her finger buried in her cunt. 


“Spread your legs wide for me and fuck yourself.” His 
voice commanding, Misha resumed sucking first one nipple 
and then the other as he held her tightly. 


Lindsay bit her lower lip and slipped two fingers inside her 
now dripping pussy, marveling at how hot she was and how 
wet. Spreading her legs as far as she could, she pulled her 
dress up further exposing her bald pussy as she drove her 
fingers deep inside her quivering cunt. In and out she thrust 
her fingers as her pussy muscles gripped around the intense 
invasion. 


“That’s it. Does it feel good?” 


“Uh-huh. “ Lindsay could barely see and echoes of her 
own moans bounced in her ears. Unable to tell the 
difference in her beating heart and the thumping music she 
tried to focus, but between the heat of the club and her 
raging needs she couldn't. “I...oh my...yyyeeeesss.” As he 
bit down hard she could swear he was ripping into her flesh 
and yet she continued her now manic actions, driving all 
four of her fingers inside her cunt. Incredible sensations 
swept her body in a crazed fashion until she was left panting 
and barely able to breathe. 


“Yes, harder.” Grunting, Misha bit down harder drawing 
red strings of blood that trickled down her breasts into her 
dress. As he lapped them up he sighed. “So damn tasty.” 


As she drove her fingers in harder and faster Lindsay knew 
her actions were more beast than woman, but as the 
beginnings of a climax raced from her toes up her legs she 
didn’t care. "God...oh yes...” 


“Do you want me to fuck you?” 


His voice was more of a brutal grunt than anything and 
yet she knew what he craved. “Yes.” Flexing her fingers 
open she plunged as deep as her fingers would allow, until 
she was no longer able to control her actions. As she tossed 
her head back and moaned, her orgasm ravaged her body 


sending showers of white-hot jolts through her body. Muffled 
sounds of laughter and moans mixed with hers until she 
opened her mouth, but no sound came out and yet she’d 
never experienced anything so electrifying in her life. 


What had to be minutes later she opened her eyes, 
expecting to be fully naked and only seconds before he 
drove his cock into her slick pussy. Instead, she could see 
through her haze filled eyes his look of subtle amusement 
as Misha leaned against the bar sipping his drink. “What...” 
Gazing down slowly her clothes were fully intact and she 
could feel the thin strip of material from her thong buried 
deep within the crack of her ass. Lifting her hand she could 
tell her fingers were moist. At that moment she was 
terrified. Gulping for air she almost dropped her wine as she 
tumbled forward. 


“My, you aren’t okay. Allow me to help you.” 


“Air. | need air.” Bile rose in Lindsay’s throat. What the hell 
was wrong with her? 


“Come with me. | have a place where | can get you out of 
the heat.” 


Should she go with him? Tipping her head she gazed into 
his concerned eyes. She was simply over heated. That had 
to be it. “Okay.” 


Misha smiled and brushed a strand of hair from her 
shimmering face before wrapping his hand around her 
fingers. He lifted her hand and smiled before taking her 
fingers to his mouth. Sighing, he traced her lips with his 
fingers before easing them inside her mouth. “Mmmm....” 


Lindsay froze and resisted screeching. Had it really 
happened? 


“Come.” Taking her hand, Misha led her through the 
jazzed crowd toward the back of the club. 


There was no question she was going to follow him and for 
some crazy reason she wanted to. The man was so 
enigmatic she wanted to get to know him. No, you want to 
fuck him. Startled by the words flowing in the back of her 
mind she bit her lip. Nothing made sense, and yet she was 
alive and tingling with excitement. 


Misha turned slightly and smiled as he licked his lips. “l 
feel the same.” 


Lindsay blinked and tried to comprehend what he was 
saying. Did she say the words out loud? As Misha led her 
back through the huge crowd dancing and gyrating to the 
music flashes of neon shimmered around her. She’d never 
been in the club and was surprised at how large the space 
truly was. She could see a doorway ahead through the 
crowd and smiled. For some reason there was something 
inviting about being led off away from everyone by this 
mysterious stranger, whose delicious fragrance reminded 
her of a scintillating evening in a forest filled with the night 
scents of flowers and wildlife. Lindsay laughed as he drew 
her in closer and could swear their hearts were beating 
together in a sizzling rhythm. Shit girl, you’ve had too much 
to drink. But had she? Lindsay fought to remember exactly 
what she did have to drink. At dinner she’d had two glasses 
of wine and one drink at the club she went to with her 
girlfriends. Right? Holy hell she couldn’t remember. Then 
one glass of wine here. Right? Was the wine tainted? She 
fought the fuzzies in her mind as Misha opened the door 
nestled in the back of the club. “Where are we going?” 


Misha stopped and turned slowly. As he brought her hand 
to his mouth, turning it over slowly and kissing her palm, he 


sighed. And then licked up the length of her hand to her 
wrist. Nipping the flesh, he licked back down taking her 
middle finger into his mouth, suckling the long digit in and 
out. 


Opening her mouth, a single puff eased past her lips. This 
man was a true seducer. Somewhere in the back of her mind 
Lindsay knew she should fight against this and the man, but 
she couldn’t. She was so comfortable around him she 
wanted to get to know him, all of him. 


“Trust me. I’m taking you exactly where you want to be, 
and the single place you’ve craved your entire life. You’ve 
hungered to have a Master take you to the heights of 
pleasure, haven’t you?” 


She couldn’t help but nod. Her dark desires had nearly 
overwhelmed her for years with no man to satiate her 
needs. “How did you know?” 


Misha slipped his finger under her chin and lifted it slowly 
as he gazed into her eyes. “Because | just know. Come, be 
with me and l'Il take you exactly where you long to be and 
give you all your body craves. Will you trust me?” 


Lindsay shivered, but the look in his eyes was so sincere 
and so beautiful that she couldn’t resist. “Yes.” 


Misha smiled and leaned forward capturing her mouth. He 
held the kiss, barely brushing his mouth across hers, as he 
drew her closer into his chest. Pressing his tongue past her 
lips, he entwined their tongues and tipped her back into a 
Slight arch. 


Lindsay moaned into the kiss as her legs quivered, and 
wrapped her arms around his neck. The feel of his long 
strands were so silky -like spun gold in her fingers. For a 


moment she was lost to the beating of their hearts as her 
pussy quivered in anticipation. Somehow she knew they 
were going to be lovers. 


Breaking the kiss Misha nipped her bottom lip, taking the 
tender flesh between his teeth and biting down until her 
blood flowed. 


Lindsay whimpered as he sucked her lip, but every part of 
her body was on fire. Sweet Jesus she’d never felt anything 
so delicious in her life. Palming his chest, white-hot heat 
electrified her system, leaving her desperately hungry. 


Misha finally broke the kiss and licked across the seam of 
her mouth. “You’re going to enjoy this. | can already tell.” 
His eyes darted back and forth across hers as he opened the 
door. 


The slight creaking surprised her for some reason. 
Swallowing hard, she could barely make out the warm glow 
that seemed to be coming from the base of what had to be 
Stairs. 


“You ready?” He kissed her hand and tugged her forward. 


Lindsay wanted to ask ‘ready for what’ but instead she 
nodded. As he led her down the long flight of stairs she felt 
dreamy and so very much alive. Delicious scents, of a 
fragrance she wasn’t familiar with, sparked every nerve 
ending. She smiled as they drew near the base of the stairs. 
She could swear she heard chanting noises. Chanting? 


Misha stopped at the base of the stairs and kissed her 
cheek, snaking his hand around her waist. “You’ve come 
home you know.” 


“Home?” 


Misha chuckled as he moved back from her, drawing her 
into the room. Taking both hands he cupped her breasts, 
kneading and caressing as he gazed into her eyes. “You’ve 
always hungered for the darker side of sex. Your needs were 
never what others wanted. You struggled to find yourself in 
a sea of boredom. | can help fulfill every need.” 


She tipped her head and nodded, wondering how the man 
knew so much about her. “Yes, I...” 


“I’m here to give you everything you’ve ever wanted. Will 
you accept?’ Misha tugged her forward into the warm glow 
and narrowed his eyes. 


There was something about the way he was looking at her. 
Walking into the room she gazed around the perimeter and 
gasped. There were at least two-dozen people in cloaks in 
the room. “What is this?” 


“This?” Misha chuckled. “This is your beginning. We'll 
satisfy everything you've even wanted if you'll become one 
of us.” 


“My beginning?’ Lindsay glanced nervously around the 
room as some form of chanting began in earnest. Instantly 
terrified, she tried to pull away. “I don’t understand.” 


“Yes you do.” 


The cloaked figures crept forward and each began a dark 
hum, swaying back and forth music of their creation. 


Her heart beating rapidly, she tried to jerk away but he 
was too strong. Instinct told her this was all wrong. They 
wanted something from her. “I want to go. Please.” 


Misha smiled and he glanced around him. “It’s too late. 
You've been chosen. Accept your destiny and you'll have 
everything you've ever desired.” 


“Chosen?” What the fuck was he talking about? Her heart 
racing, she tried to loosen his grip. “I don’t understand.” 
This couldn’t be happening. 


Misha grinned as he licked his lips. “Yes.” 
“Drefar Donga Temaine.” 
“Drefar Donga Temaine.” 
“Drefar Donga Temaine.” 


The chanting increased in volume until she could barely 
hear. She screamed at him, “No! Please let me out of here.’ 


r 


Misha grunted and in one move ripped the dress from her 
body. “You belong to us. You’ve been chosen above the 
others. It’s time.” 


“No! Please.” As she covered her breasts, Lindsay’s eyes 
darted back at forth over the unseen faces, terrified, her 
heart racing. She stumbled backward and knew instantly 
that it was a mistake; she was surrounded. “No! No....” 


Misha moved forward and gazed down the length of her 
before licking his lips. “You shouldn’t have fought. | could 
have made you my queen.” Lowering his head Misha shook 
as he moved from side to side. Finally lifting his head, he 
locked eyes with her and smiled before flicking his tongue 
across his teeth and roaring. 


Opening her mouth in a silent scream Lindsay shook, 
petrified with fear at what was happening around her. She 


now knew she was going to hell. 


Jax eyed the sliver of moon and sighed. Goddamn, he was 
bone tired. How many twelve to fifteen hour days was he 
working lately? Too many. Then again with a horrific murder 
and no real evidence he had little option. Unfortunately, the 
press had gotten wind of the ugly situation and camped out 
at the Bowen's doorstep, trying to garner an exclusive, 
which forced the phones at the precinct to ring off the hook 
all afternoon. 


Opening the door to his house, he sighed as he tossed his 
keys onto the office desk before gliding into the kitchen. It 
was definitely time for a beer or three. Grunting, he jerked 
out a cold bottle; thankful he’d gone to the store the day 
before. Who the hell knew when he’d have the opportunity 
to go? 


Taking a long pull of the brew Jax thought about the case 
and The Crypt. They’d searched every file they had on kinky 
sex clubs and this one was well under the radar. Given the 
fact not only Congressman Bowen, but the Mayor too, were 
gunning for the closure of all BDSM clubs, Jax suspected 
every owner of such an establishment either made the 
place all on the ‘up and up’, hiding any trace of anything 
remotely illegal, or they were so far underground that 
anything went and everything was allowed. He’d sent Mike 
off to talk to the Principal at Timmy’s school, but the woman 
didn’t seem to know anything. 


What did Mike tell him her reaction was? Oh yeah, not in 
my school district. Well, the murderers were not only 
attracting the kids with lure of racy sex, but were able to get 
to them easily. He toyed with the idea of getting someone 
undercover at the school but he feared there was no time. 
Something told him this was a slash and burn killing spree, 
but why? To win some turf war perhaps? That might make 
sense given the fact Dark Towers was re-opening, but was 
the idea too farfetched? Hell no, since there are vampires 
running through the city. “Shit!” 


The kill was a glory kill. There was no doubt. Even the 
medical examiner, Charlotte Banning, was stumped so far. 
Dear God, Jax hoped something would turn up in the 
toxicology tests. Sighing, he sauntered into his office and 
turned on the small desk lamp, thinking about Amanda. The 
single picture he kept on his desk was a nagging reminder 
of his former life and the woman he cared about. But you 
never loved her. Maybe the ugly pictures of he and Aleks 
together as lovers were Karma at its finest. 


Jax closed his eyes and hissed. The truth was he hadn’t 
loved her and didn’t, and the previous case showed both of 
them that ugly fact. Fingering the picture of the two of them 
together he thought about the past and the future before 
gazing out the side window. He knew Aleks was close, 
watching and hungering. As he gazed outside, he could feel 
him and almost hear his heartbeat. His cop instinct told him 
there was so much more going on than a mutilated kid. 
Someone wanted to know about the connection between 
him and Aleks. 


Remembering the words and the mention of the curse, Jax 
wondered whether the boy was even alive. And whether his 
presence meant anything. As he took another sip of beer he 
eased toward the window and gazed into the sky. Night had 


always been his favorite time even as a kid, and now he 
could barely tolerate seeing the shadowed moon or the 
hidden areas. Was he suddenly afraid of things that go 
bump in the night, or the creatures behind them? 


There was no doubt he knew the answer. After the fire 
he’d put everything away about the case. It was too 
damning and too close to home, but perhaps he needed to 
delve into it again. His mind made up to do just that, he 
checked his watch. How the hell it was past one am he’d 
never know, but it was going to be a brutal week. There was 
no doubt. Settling in front of his desk, he sat back in his 
chair before pulling out the bottom desk drawer. While the 
mandated case file was locked away in the police files as 
solved, he’d kept the information he’d gathered ina 
separate location. 


Somehow lifting the file from the drawer was more difficult 
than he realized it would be. Too many ugly memories 
remained fresh in his mind. Steeling his nerves, he finished 
his beer and opened the plain manila folder. Inside was 
compiled everything Jax had on the previous murders and 
on the monsters who'd invaded the city. The thought alone 
gave him a dreaded feeling in the pit of his stomach. 


As he filtered through the information he wasn’t sure what 
he was looking for but his gut told him there was some 
connection, and it didn’t have entirely all to do with 
Aleksandr Vasiliev. Yet the monster remained a fascination. 
“Monster.” He hadn’t really thought of Aleks as one 
Originally, but as memories of him opening his mouth and 
seeing fangs flashed through the back of his mind, he was 
no longer sure. Dear sweet Jesus, he’d said the words in his 
head for the first time in almost a month. 


Flipping through the copious files, he kept going back to 
the picture or the ornate design depicting what some 
mythology experts had told him were the markings of an 
ancient covenant. The brutal markings, knifed crudely into 
the victims, had never really been explained except that 
they were part of some cult like situation with regard to 
what Aleks called ‘his family’. Were the carvings meant as a 
token of control and a sign of a supposed power exchange 
by the young man who’d committed most of the murders? “I 
am fucking nuts.” Slamming his chair back, he got up and 
stalked toward the kitchen. Yeah, like he’d really seen the 
boy disintegrate in front of his eyes. Grabbing a beer out of 
the fridge he gulped half the bottle before his remembered 
the bloody scene. The oddest thing about the previous 
crimes and the moments in the warehouse before it blew up 
was... 


“Damn it!” Jax was not going to fall into his already self- 
imposed trap. He’d put so much of the recent horrible 
events into a container, refusing to believe that Pandora’s 
box was shoved full and bursting at the seams. But if the 
last sight he’d seen was any indication, their own private 
hell was just beginning. Closing his eyes, he leaned his head 
against the doorjamb and prayed for the first time in his life. 


Only the chirp of his cell phone dragged him out of the 
fucking memories. When he checked his watch he couldn’t 
believe it was almost four in the morning. How the hell had 
he lost almost three hours? And who the hell was calling him 
at this time of night? Fearing the worst the raced to the 
phone snagging it on the fourth ring. “Detective Steele.” 


Hearing nothing from the other end he finally looked at 
the caller Id. ‘Unknown’ flashed across his screen. His 
hackles raised, Jax sucked in his breath and listened for any 
telltale traces. Whoever it was had to be outside, guessing 


by the basic street sounds he could detect. “Can | help 
you?” 


His words were met with silence. Jax listened for anything 
and instead of blasting into the phone, as he usually would 
do, he honed in on the breath sounds. They had to be 
coming from a woman. “Can | help you? Are you hurt? Do 
you need the police?” 


Just as he was about to hang up he heard her sound voice. 
“It’s you who needs help. Tell me detective, are you ready to 
become a monster?” 


“| ” 


She’d already hung up by the time he opened his mouth - 
or at least the voice sounded feminine. Holding the phone 
out he had the eeriest feeling he was being watched. He 
glided to the front door and swung it open.. Standing on his 
front porch he had to wait until his eyes adjusted, but he 
knew someone or something was there in the shadow. 
Easing down the front steps he tried to figure out if he could 
hear anything. 


Jax remained completely still for several minutes and 
didn’t hear anything except night sounds filling the sky. 
While he lived in the city he was far enough away from a 
major road that he could still hear crickets. Frustrated, he 
brushed his hands through his hair. You’re losing it, asshole. 
Turning to go inside he heard the sound. A single, dark 
chuckle cut through the night air. As he cocked his head he 
could swear he heard a ‘sing songy’ voice. What the hell 
were the words she was saying? 


“Drefar Donga Temaine.” 


Swallowing hard, Jax tried to make sense of what he was 
hearing as his blood chilled. Inching forward he stopped 
when an almost frigid line of air hit his system. Shocked, he 
stopped cold and blinked trying to make out where she was. 


“Drefar Donga Temaine.” 


He took another calculated step, and his breathing 
became ragged just seconds before he heard her 
scampering away. 


And for a few seconds Jax could see into the future, the 
future of the damned. 


Chapter Five 


“Please don’t. | swear to God l'Il do everything you want. 
Anything. l'Il fuck all of you. l'Il do whatever you say. 
Please.” Staring down at her tattered clothes she moaned 
and tried to figure out who was behind the masks. Hell, she 
couldn’t even tell if they were men or women behind the 
grotesque looking plastic faces. “What do you want? 
Misha?” She scanned the room trying to find him. When he 
walked out of the shadows she gasped. Everything about 
him seemed to have changed. She rubbed her eyes, 
thinking she couldn’t be seeing correctly and blinked. 
Everything was fuzzy. Everything. Had she been drugged? 
Swaying, she closed her eyes as the chanting began again 
in hushed tones. “What do you want from me?” 


“What we’ve always wanted and what you hunger for. 
More,” a man hissed from the back of the room. 


Misha chuckled. “Much more. You’re the prize we’ve been 
looking for and so damn tasty,” Misha cooed as he inched 
forward. 


She didn’t recognize the first man’s voice, but his dark 
timbre was laced with such an evil tone she shivered to her 
core. “Please.” Covering her breasts she inched back until 
hands grabbed her, groped her body, touching every part of 
her skin. “No!” Glancing at Misha she could swear he had... 
what the hell was wrong with him? 


“But you said you wanted something kinky,” Misha purred 
as he stalked around her. Advancing closer he slid the tip of 
one finger down the side of her face to her breasts before 
cupping both in his hands and pinching her nipples brutally. 


Squealing, she slapped at his hands. This wasn’t about sex 
and instinctively she knew she was in serious trouble. 
Sighing, she gave in, realizing she had little choice. She 
stood very still as hands and tongues found her flesh, licking 
and tasting her as the chanting continued in a language she 
had no understanding of. Was she in the middle of a 
nightmare? Unsure about anything anymore she 
concentrated on Misha’s moves as he continued to pinch 
and taunt her. 


“You're ripe and very ready,” Misha smiled and licked his 
lios before lowering his head and biting down on her nipple. 


“Aaaaahhhh!” The pain blinding, she fought to remain 
standing as her legs buckled, threatening to drop her to the 
floor. “No...nononono!!!” 


Misha purred and slid his hand down her stomach to her 
groin, toying with her public hair before slipping his fingers 
inside her cunt. “Wet and hot.” Growling, he bit down and 
jerked back, tearing her open as he laughed. 


Opening her mouth in a silent scream, her heart froze as 
she saw the blood running down his mouth past his chin to 
his shirt. She followed the drops in slow motion before 
gazing down at her chest. 


Chomping, Misha swallowed before suckling his lips. 
“Damn sweet. You’re going to be good to gut. Perfect in 
fact.” Tipping his head back, he laughed as the others 
around him howled before dropping their hoods and ripping 
off their masks. He lifted his hand showing her his claws. 
“But first we play.” 


In the dim lighting she could now see them...and... 


“Fuck!” Fighting the covers, Jax’ heart raced as he fought 
to drag himself out of the ugly nightmare. Panting, he 
opened his eyes and stared at the ceiling. “God!” The 
visions of blood and gore remained like a beacon of 
enchantment into the very realm of hell. This one was by far 
the worst he’d had. “Jesus Christ | hate this shit.” Snarling, 
he pounded his fist into the covers and tried to control his 
breathing. Was it real or just a product of the entire case? 
Get control of yourself. Breathe. Breathe. He sat up slowly 
anticipating a wave of nausea. Instead, he actually felt 
almost normal. He sighed as he glanced at the clock. 


As soon as his feet hit the carpet next to his bed Jax knew 
a couple of fairly important things, one he was late and two, 
another murder had occurred. His mouth cotton dry, he 
rubbed his hand across his weary eyes just as his cell phone 
started to ring. He stole a glance at the dark clouds rolling 
outside the window and groaned. Jerking the phone off the 
nightstand he swallowed hard before answering it. The 911 
tag was damning enough. “Another murder?” 


Mike hissed. “Don’t even start with me. You were 
Supposed to be here fucking hours ago and hell yeah, 
there’s been another damn murder. Let me guess, you read 
about it - or no | forgot - you dream all little green men in 
our sleep.” 


Jax paused as a flash of something rolled across his field 
of vision. The girl was blond and beautiful, dressed in... 
“Was it a girl this time?” 


“Damn it, stop that shit! Yeah, | guess you can say that. | 
haven’t seen the body, but the owner of the car’s not a 


happy camper.” 
“Kids? Where'd they find the body?” 
“On top of a big, black Mercedes.” 


“As in thrown off a roof?” Climbing out of bed his heart 
raced. Jax could swear he could see her horror filled face, 
strings of red blood oozing from several wounds. 


“Placed and laid out with...” 


“A carving...shit...” That was why he was drawn to the 
damn file. This fucking shit couldn’t be happening again. It 
just couldn’t be. 


“If you're thinking from the case before, | don’t know. You 
better get your ass down to Seventh and Main now. They’ve 
got the side street blocked off, but the press are already 
camped out at every corner.” 


“Seventh and Main?” The heart of the financial district in 
Richmond; it also served as the beginning of the most 
fashionable spot in town with the best restaurants and 
clubs. It was also too damn close to - the now closed and 
gutted art gallery, the center of the previous murders. His 
blood turning frigid, Jax tried to make sense of the warning 
and the brazenness. 


“That’s what | thought. The owner had left his car there 
and was driven home by a friend. Came trolling in to get it 
around five thirty and found the body. They’ve got it as 
contained and I’m almost there. You need to get down 
here.” 


“On my way.” 


Jax took a five-minute shower and threw on some clothes. 
Grabbing his badge and gun, he checked the ammo and 
chuckled. Yeah, like he was going to find the killers waiting. 
As he walked out the door he heard the first rumble of 
thunder. It was going to be an ugly day all the way around. 
As he climbed into his car he gazed at his surroundings. Had 
he really had a visitor trying to warn him? His head too 
foggy to think about anything, he turned on the radio and 
settled in for the short drive. 


Barely able to grab a parking spot, he shook his head as 
he got out of the car at the hordes of people surrounding 
the entrance to the narrow side street. Sniffing, he realized 
it was now almost lunch time and even given the impending 
weather people would be flooding the streets, heading for 
one of several restaurants. 


Pushing through the crowd Jax could see not only Channel 
Twelve hovering in the wings, but eight as well. “Great.” He 
could just hear the midday news. He eyed Mike as he 
passed through several officers. One was interviewing an 
agitated man and Jax guessed by his crisp suit and silk tie, 
the red-faced man was probably the owner of the Mercedes. 
As he moved toward the car, which was parked on the left 
side of the one-way street, he scanned the area. This was 
certainly a much more brazen dumping ground. 


“There you are.” Mike called out as he moved toward Jax. 
“What do we have?” 


“No official ID yet but she’s older, probably in her early 
twenties.” 


Jax gazed around Mike’s shoulder. “Any personal effects 
with her?” 


“Nothing. She was placed completely nude and spread 
eagle on top of the car. Come on. You need to see the damn 
carving though.” 


As Mike led him toward the car, Jax could swear he could 
feel a presence. He looked toward the end of the street but 
it was impossible to see anything through the thick crowd. 
Nearing the car he nodded toward the officers, indicating 
they should give him some space to view the body. She’d 
been covered to hide the gore and given the amount of 
cameras in the area it was probably a damn good thing. 


“Med van is on its way and Charlotte’s coming to look at 
the body,” Mike said. “Remove the blanket, boys.” 


One officer looked at the other and shivered visibly as he 
slowly removed the thin covering. 


“Jesus.” Jax narrowed his eyes as he looked at what was 
left of the body. Inching closer, he could clearly see she’d 
been cut with a knife, the jagged edge ripping through 
muscle and cartilage, but there was something else. 
Leaning over, the stench alone enough to make him gag, he 
could clearly make out bite marks. 


“Are those what | think they are Detective Steele?” the 
young officer asked, his face green. 


“Do we have some kind of fucking wild animal roaming the 
streets?” Mike snorted. 


“I’m no doctor, but I’m going to venture a guess our 
distinguished coroner is going to tell us that those marks 
were done while the girl was very much alive.” Jax resisted 
fingering the savage bites, but could visually make out a 
series of jagged teeth. The torn flesh reminded him of a 
Shark bite but much smaller. Who -no - what the hell had 


attacked this girl? The marks weren’t like any he’d ever 
seen before, and while some of the smaller night animals 
such as coyote had razor sharp teeth, this was something 
else entirely. 


“What the hell could do this, Jax? | mean, if you look at the 
different marks it looks like more than one set of teeth.” 
Mike shook his head. “The press is going to be all over this.” 


“That’s why the officers are going to go talk with them 
and make sure they don’t get too close. Isn’t that right 
gentlemen?” Jax asked as he tipped his head to the two 
young men. Slipping on gloves he moved back the blood 
encrusted hair from her face. The girl had the same wide- 
eyed look of terror as Timmy had. What the hell had she 
seen before she was slaughtered? Vacant and haunting, her 
mouth was open wide in a silent scream. Blood covered 
almost every inch of her body, and from what Jax could tell 
it wasn’t all from the bite marks. They weren't the killing 
blow. 


“Sure thing,” the second officer replied as he wiped the 
beads of sweat from his brow. “Let’s go, Bart. This is way 
over our heads.” 


“Is her nipple fucking bitten off?” Mike hissed as he wiped 
his mouth with the back of his hand. 


As soon as Mike said the words aloud, the dream flashed 
in his mind. Startled, Jax glanced down at the girl’s chest. 
Indeed her nipple and half of one breast was gone. Dear 
God, he’d seen the moment of their attack in his mind! 


“You okay?” Mike asked. “You have that faraway look of 
terror in your bloodshot eyes. Man, you need sleep or iron or 
something.” 


Jax waited until the two officers walked away. “I’m, um... 
fine. Look, | have a really bad feeling about this. Do you 
know of any underground clubs in the area or any owners 
associated that will talk to us?” 


“You know more people than | do, bud. | mean, come on, 
no one is going to talk to us. You thinking this has something 
to do with that Crypt thing?” 


“Too coincidental, and some of the seedier clubs cater to 
blood play.” 


“AS in vampire style?” Growling, Mike gave Jax a harsh 
look. 


Jax scrutinized the small carving nestling on the inside of 
her thigh. It wasn’t the same, but close enough that either 
they had another copycat situation or this was another clan. 
He almost slapped his forehead. “As in blood letting with 
knives, ritual sabers and sometimes human teeth.” 


“This shit didn’t happen with some Goddamned human 
teeth!” 


No, it certainly did not. “Who was the informant you talked 
with a couple cases ago?” If they could just get a lead on 
the club, then maybe they’d know if they had a center point. 


“That jerk off? The kid wanted money for drugs,” Mike 
chortled. 


“But if | remember correctly, he did know some things 
about the clubs. He was pretty well wired.” Tilting her hair 
carefully to the side, he saw that the knife mark went from 
ear to ear. Going deep enough that only the spinal cord held 
the head in place. “A lot of force on this one. Look at the 
bruising.” 


“Oh he was wired all right. | guess can try and find him.” 
Mike stared down at the girl and closed his eyes. “She 
reminds me of my kid sister. | sure hope we find out who she 
is.” 


“My guess is dental records will help if nothing else. See 
what you can find on the informant and then let’s talk to 
some of the restaurant owners here. You know how the folks 
in the idle of the scene like to talk. Maybe somebody knows 
something.” 


“Fine. l'Il see if | can find him, but the last | heard he’d left 
town. Little pip squeak was more trouble than what the 
crappy information we got was even worth,” Mike huffed. 
“By the way, did you take a gander at the condition of the 
car?” 


Jax stepped back and sighed before walking over and then 
circling the entire perimeter of the car. The scratch marks 
were deep and crisscrossed almost ever inch. “Interesting.” 


“Another sign?” 


Rubbing his jaw, Jax inhaled deeply and gathered a whiff 
of an odd cologne. The musk wasn’t something he’d 
encountered before. “No, | think playtime.” Sniffing again he 
walked closer to the girl and leaned down, sniffing deeply 
and allowing the tang to enter his nostrils. 


“What the hell you doing, buddy?” 


“Girl out at night and covered in men’s cologne. Either she 
was on a date or met somebody somewhere.” 


“You're thinking she was drugged?” 


“I almost bet on it and | bet you Timmy was too.” 


“Didn’t you tell me Dark Towers is opening again tomorrow 
night?” Mike asked. 


“Meaning?” 


“Isn't that sexy artist friend of yours back in town to open 
it back up?” 


Jax shivered. “He’s not my friend, but yeah, that’s what | 
heard.” Swallowing hard, Jax knew what was coming. 


“So don’t you think you should talk to him? Hell, that 
weirdo knew all the kinky clubs in town and now he’s 
running one all by himself.” 


Jax wanted to come back with some snappy retort or 
something, but Mike was right. He was going to have to face 
his own personal demons. Aleks might know something. “I'll 
think about it.” Eyeing the coroner moving through the 
crowd, he walked toward her as the news crews pushed 
forward. “Charlotte.” 


“Can't say I’m happy to see you, Detective. Another one 
like that last?” she asked as she gripped her bag tightly. 


Charlotte was good at what she did, given she spent her 
days dissecting human bodies. The last case had taken a toll 
on the petite woman though. Somehow she looked frazzled 
and haggard. “Not exactly.” 


“But your gut tells you it’s the same murderers?” 
“Too coincidental.” 


“Let’s get this over with. | have the final work to perform 
on the Congressman’s kid. They want this one locked down 
quickly,” Charlotte said as she inched around him. Stopping 


short, she crossed herself. “Do you ever get used to seeing 
this level of carnage?” 


“I’m not sure you can get ever used to it.” Jax followed 
behind her. “Did you find anything on Timmy?” 


“You were right about him having drugs in his system, but 
the lab can’t figure out exactly what. They’re running more 
tests but it’s an odd cross, like a cross between heroine and 
Rohypnol, the date rape drug. Some custom mixture or 
something. Nothing they’ve ever seen.” 


“Great, we have another serial killer and a new drug in 
town?” Mike snorted. “Better stake out the morgue.” 


Frowning, Charlotte put on gloves and set down her bag 
before walking around the car. Fingering the girl’s neck 
carefully, she glanced down the length of the girl. 
“Interesting work.” 


“Was Timmy sexually assaulted?” Mike asked as he kicked 
a car tire. 


“A little difficult to tell since we never pieced together his 
groin and rectum, but there were traces of semen in his 
mouth and throat.” 


“Which means human. What do you think about the bite 
marks?” Jax asked casually. He’d been involved in more than 
one sexual perversion case and the kills had a clear look of 
the kids being used and abused, then thrown away. For fun 
or profit? Hmmm... 


“Odd way of putting it. l’'ve seen them,” Charlotte sighed 
as she let out a long, slow breath. 


Mike stole a glance at Jax. “Meaning?” 


She fingered the girl’s neck for several seconds before she 
turned. “Meaning gentlemen, that you have your first 
connection. Timmy’s head was ripped off his body. Teeth 
marks matching these are on what’s left of the boy’s neck. 
We have a monster on our hands.” 


Carrying the picture Aleks walked into the back door of the 
club and stood in the darkness for several minutes before 
moving. His keep eyes could make out every table and chair 
and he knew every shadowed corner of the entire place, but 
for some reason the black space wasn’t comforting. Instead 
the memories seemed painful. This was Felicity’s club, not 
his, and no matter how much he owned in stock this would 
never feel like home. Still, it was a part of her anda 
connection perhaps to Durac. He was simply biding his time 
and he knew it. 


Gliding through the room he switched on lights and 
sighed. The eerie pictures picked from his collection, lined 
the walls in a stunning picture book of kink. Each one more 
daring than the previous, he’d enjoyed selecting just the 
perfect ones. Now they seemed tawdry. But they would 
remain, with one addition. And he knew exactly where it was 
going to go. Walking behind the bar, he’d already removed 
the former rendition of a BDSM act. In its place would 
forever be the man who belonged to him. 


Aleks stood back and gazed at the passionate piece. 
“You’ve never looked better, Detective.” Whatever was in 
town haunting him would find him in the club. The pictures 
would be too tasty to resist. Chuckling to himself, he 


grabbed a bottle of bourbon from the behind the bar and 
pulled down a glass. Filling the tumbler with ice, he poured 
the liquid and took a long sip as he thought of the picture 
fondly. He’d found every one of the shots hidden in Stuart’s 
gallery after the fire. Content with keeping them in his 
private collection until now, there was something cathartic 
about having one appear as a centerpiece. There was 
certainly no way of telling who it was, but Aleks would 
forever know. 


Sauntering through the bar, he checked everything before 
going toward his office. He was more than ready to open 
and while the majority of the staff were new hires, the two 
bartenders he trusted had returned. They knew what Felicity 
was to him and were excellent bodyguards when needed. As 
he walked up the stairs he thought about Jax and sighed. 
The night had been active and blood remained in the air, 
fresh and ripe. Remaining hungry, he knew he wasn’t going 
to be able to wait to feed. Perhaps tonight at the pre- 
opening party he’d pick up a snack. As he topped the stairs 
a package caught his attention. 


Growling, he exposed his fangs as the stench of an 
intruder remained in the air. Sniffing, he could tell by the 
pungent odor of the human, he or she had been in the 
facility only about an hour before. As he inched toward the 
package he could clearly see blood seeping through the 
plain brown wrapper. He knelt down and stared at the 
package. He didn’t need his keen senses to tell him the 
bundle contained human remains, but the wafting of rotting 
flesh stimulated his growing appetite. Whoever had left the 
obvious evidence was playing a dangerous game of cat and 
mouse. He lifted the package and carried it into his office. 


Unwrapping it carefully, he found a single male hand and 
what had to be intestines nestled inside a straw basket. 


Aleks allowed his fangs to erupt and dragged his tongue 
across his teeth as his senses lit on fire. The killer was 
human...or was he? There was something about the severed 
hand that bothered him. Was this an offering or a tease? He 
had a feeling it was a clear warning. As he examined the 
jagged edges, he scrutinized the bite marks and tried to 
remember so many teachings from Durac during the long 
days after he was turned. He’d tried too hard to push aside 
all the teachings over the years, which was one reason 
Durac had been able to get so close. Now he concentrated 
on them instead. 


The remains were no doubt from the boy from the alley. As 
he examined the fingers he detected another fragrance. 
There was a distinct, pungent odor of burning flesh. The 
boy’s skin had been seared. 


Fingering the cross around his neck, he wasn’t sure what 
to do with the remains but he suspected the good detective 
was going to come and find him. Perhaps an early invitation 
was in order. They needed to work together. One thing was 
very clear, the city and every human in it were in danger. He 
wrapped the bloody parts together. He’d have to secure 
them somehow. Brushing his hands through his hair he 
moved behind the desk and sat down, swirling his drink as 
he eyed the hand. “Dear Detective, | have something you 
seek. So I call you back into the fold. There is little time left, 
for another entity chooses to try and thwart our power. Dare 
say, | wonder, will you allow that to happen or will you 
finally succumb to what you know is your destiny? It’s your 
call to make.” 


The words said out loud, he’d laid down the proverbial red 
carpet. Would Jax Steele accept the offering? He had work to 
do before the night’s festivities. Grunting, he eyed the blood 
and gore as he savored the thought of sinking his teeth into 


it. Perhaps it was time to check the guest list for the 
evening’s festivities. By invitation only, he was expecting at 
least four hundred of the finest upstanding citizens in 
Richmond. The affair was going to be well received in 
addition to being well attended. Aleks was the consummate 
businessman. He was well aware of the groups who longed 
to shut not only his club down, but all others of the like 
down as well. That’s why so many had gone underground, 
taking business away, while serving practices that could 
only be described as out of the ordinary. 


Tonight would perhaps change certain aspects. But then 
again he had plenty of entertainment scheduled for those 
who hungered for the black arts. There was no doubt it was 
going to be an interesting night. 


KKK 


“Just got off the phone with the missing persons 
department. We have a lead on the girl,” Mike said as he 
walked toward Jax’ desk. 


Trickles of sweat rolled down his back and settled into his 
jeans. Hissing, he brushed his hands through his hair. Was 
the dream a real vision or just a thought process that he 
was somehow in tune with? There was no way for Jax to be 
sure. But the girl’s blonde hair and her eyes and her... 


“Earth to Jax Steele. Where are you buddy?” 


“What? What did you say?” Blinking furiously, Jax looked 
up at Mike and sighed. After talking with a few of the open 
restaurants, he’d spent the better part of the day looking 


over Charlotte’s report and what the forensic team had 
found, which was little. From what Charlotte said, along with 
the traces of drugs found in Timmy’s system there were also 
what had to be saliva and the lab was trying to determine 
whether it was human or animal. The owners weren’t any 
additional help. Sure they’d heard of such clubs rocking the 
downtown, but unless you knew somebody you weren’t 
going to get in. Period. 


“The girl. She was reported ‘sort of’ missing this afternoon 
by her roommates from college who left her going to - get 
this - an underground party of some sort.” 


The bit of information perked his ears. ”And the girl didn’t 
come home? Do they know where this club is?” 


“Nope on both questions. All they told the officers was 
that they’d had dinner and were partying because of some 
decent test scores and Lindsay tried to get them to go to 
this kinky club with her. Evidently the way Lindsay described 
it, the place sounded a bit too rough for the other girls.” 


“Rough eh?” Jax brushed the tip of his finger across his 
mouth. “Interesting.” 


“Yeah, they weren’t too sure about her going alone but 
Lindsay evidently goes out nights, if you Know what | 
mean.” 


Jax stood and narrowed his eyes. “What, you’re thinking 
like prostitute?” 


“Let’s just say the girls mentioned a lovely Mercedes 
convertible that didn’t belong to the Lindsay’s blue collar 
family from the West Virginia coal mines.” Grinning, Mike’s 
eyes twinkled. 


“Well, well. We may have more than one connection.” 


“Let’s go talk to them. Maybe her playground was the 
notorious Crypt.” 


Jax looked down at his computer. “I have a better idea. | 
need to go talk to someone who indeed might shed some 
light. Go talk to the girls and then let’s meet for a beer at 
O’Toole’s, say around eight or so.” 


Mike looked over his shoulder before easing further inside 
the door to Jax’s office. Shaking his head, he lowered his 
voice, “Every time you do this shit something bad happens. 
Do not go off half-cocked with this shit. | don’t care what you 
think you might know, play it by the book.” 


“So you've told me before,” Jax grabbed his gun, securing 
it to his holster. “I have a hunch about something | want to 
check out.” 


“You're going to see him, aren’t you?” 
“Him?” 


“Don’t play coy with me, Jax. Aleksandr whatever,” Mike 
said under his breath as he stole a glance around the 
crowded squad room. 


Jax leaned over the desk, “You say that like it’s a bad 
thing. What, you think I’m involved and it embarrasses the 
hell out of you?” 


Mike eased back and shook his head, “I told you before | 
don’t give a shit who you’re doin’, but when you get 
involved with this guy you turn into somebody who scares 
me to death. We have two dead kids, a possible drug ring, 


prostitution and politics covering this damn case like a fire 
ready to consume us, and you’ve got another hunch.” 


“You told me to talk to him about the club which is what 
I’m doing. Check with the girl’s friends and narrow them 
down to who or what they think they know about her 
extracurricular activities, and find out if you can get into her 
Facebook page or whatever social network she’s using. If 
she has clients, my guess is they’re regulars.” 


Mike nodded before closing the distance. “Wait a minute, 
you think this has something to do with...” Scuttling back he 
laughed, “I’m not even going to say it.” 


“That’s why | want it hush-hush right now. Just find out 
what you can from the girls. See if you can find the little 
informant and l'Il go see the BDSM club owner.” 


“Don’t you dare go spouting any of this until we check out 
everything thoroughly,” Mike held out his finger. 


“I’m not stupid. If my hunch is even close to being correct, 
we have a bigger case to deal with.” He walked past Mike 
and made it into the hallway before a hand was placed on 
his shoulder. 


“I don’t like hunches at all. That’s what almost got you 
killed. | care too much about you. If you go outside the law, 
l'Il drag your ass back in.” 


Jax gazed into his partner’s eyes before smiling, “I have no 
intention of doing anything stupid. Just go find out 
everything you can. We'll regroup later.” 


“That’s what you said about a month ago and you almost 
died.” 


Jax nodded, “Not this time.” 


Chapter Six 





Jax remained in his car in the parking lot of the precinct 
for a full two minutes, calming his nerves before he headed 
out into traffic. It was almost six and he suspected Aleks 
would be at his office preparing for the next night’s opening. 
If not, he would hunt the man down at his expansive 
brownstone. For some reason he didn’t want to go there. He 
didn’t want a part of the place where he'd... Say it and 
finally admit it to yourself. You allowed another man to fuck 
you. You sucked his cock and then he whipped your ass and 
you know what? You enjoyed the hell out of it. “No!” He 
Slammed his hand on the steering wheel with enough force 
he jerked the car to the side of the road. “Get a grip for 
God’s sake.” 


But that was the crux of the problem. He did enjoy it; and 
he wanted more. Laughing, he turned on the radio and 
listened as one station after another gave a play by play of 
the ugly details of the morning find. The press knew nothing 
really yet, and still they were hard out letting the town know 
they had a fucking monster on their hands. He hated this 
part of his job almost as much as telling parents of dead 
kids their child was never coming back. 


Heading onto the main drag of the old downtown section 
of Richmond, he willed his heart rate down. If any man in 
the city knew anything about a drug ring hiding as a club, 
Aleks would. That was the only reason he could really 
tolerate dealing with the man. That, and you want to have 
him seduce you. Shivers trickled down his spine and he 


willed the thoughts away. That was not going to happen. 
Ever. 


As he dodged and weaved through traffic he gazed into 
the final dregs of daylight. He hated this time of year. 
Between Halloween, the fall and winter fast approaching, 
and the ending sunshine it wasn’t a fun place to be. Jax 
Steele was a Summer lover and wanted nothing more than 
hot weather, a beach, a cold brew, and some peace and 
quiet. None of which he was getting until this ugly case was 
over. 


As he turned down the street toward Dark Towers he was 
surprised to see the number of cars in the parking lot. 
Climbing out of the cars, the myriad of well dressed ladies 
and gentlemen entering the building were interesting. Dark 
Towers was located in an upscale building, a five-story 
brownstone that had been converted into a wide-open 
Space. There was nothing like it in Richmond and the music 
was eclectic, the alcohol expensive and the clientele catered 
to exclusively. From what Jax remembered, there were 
certain memberships and normally you didn’t get in period 
without an invitation. BDSM clubs were carefully protected 
and not just from politicians. As he stood gazing at the 
building he calmed his nerves and reminded himself that 
Aleks was just a man. “Yeah right.” Moving forward slowly, 
he eyed the burly bouncers flanking the doors. He was 
forced to wait in line for several minutes, but the time 
allowed him to gaze into the open doors. 


The club was jazzed with a high level of energy, from the 
electronic booming music pulsing from every corner of the 
room to the neon lights that continually swept the floor ina 
dancing luminescent pattern. There was something so 
sensuous and very provocative about the entire place, and 
yet he could barely breathe as he stood waiting. Laughter 


and partying filtered out through the expansive doors. 
Mesmerized, he lost track of time as he shuffled along like 
sheep waiting his turn to enter into mecca. 


“Evening, sir. Welcome to Dark Towers. | assume you have 
an invitation?” Blond and tall he scanned the parking lot as 
he remained polite and reserved. 


“No, | need to talk with the owner,” Jax said as he stood 
up straight. “I assume Aleksandr Vasiliev is here tonight?” 


“He is sir, but you'll need an appointment,” the second, 
gruffer bouncer said as he moved into the middle of the 
doorway. 


As if Jax was going to break into the club. “Will you simply 
ask Aleksandr if...” 


“That’s quite all right, gentlemen, Detective Steele is on 
the list for tonight. Please allow him through.” He stood 
behind the two men his eyes locked on Jax. Gazing down the 
length of Jax he needed, his expression guarded. 


“Ah yes, | see you are, my apologies,” the first man said 
quietly as he moved aside to allow Jax to enter. 


“None needed,” As soon as Jax entered the club he 
stopped short. He could sense Aleks scanning him, wanting 
to say so many things; but then again so did he. “You knew | 
would come.” It wasn’t a question, but they both knew what 
would eventually happen. There was no way Jax could stay 
away. It simply wasn’t possible. He felt the blood rush to his 
head as his cock twitched, and the moment left him blinded. 


“I assumed such, hearing the news today. Come. Let me 
buy you a drink. | have no doubt you have several questions 


to ask me,” Aleks said as he moved in front of Jax. “You look 
well, but | can tell you’re feeling ill effects.” 


“You disappeared and I’m fine.” 


“I had some things to take care of,” Aleks tipped his head 
as he narrowed his eyes, then turned slowly and walked 
toward the bar. “You’re growing weaker, Jax. You can’t run 
for much longer.” 


Jax resisted lashing out. Instead he gazed at the crowd, 
looking for certain familiar faces. “I see the ‘A’ list was on 
the invite list tonight.” 


Aleks chuckled and stole a glance at Jax as they moved to 
the back of the bar. “I sense more than just a bit of discord, 
my friend. | am trying to make up time since Felicity left the 
club to me.” 


“You mean after you sequestered her out of town.” 


Aleks cocked his jaw and locked eyes with Jax, his 
blackening. Leaning forward, he spoke so that only Jax could 
hear. “We have many things to talk about you and I, but | 
suspect tonight isn’t the time. You need my help. Correct?” 


Jax sighed. The man could always see right through him. 
“Touché Aleksandr. What do you know?” 


“Marcus, we have a special guest. Whatever our good 
detective would like please make sure he feels welcome,” 
Aleks said as he looked around the club. 


“Of course, sir. What’ll it be and welcome to the new 
club.” 


“Chivas, rocks,” Jax said as he honed in on Aleks’ 
emotions. Why was he having such a difficult time being in 
the same room? His heart thumping in his chest, he licked 
his dry lips and gazed at the stunning art that had brought 
them together. As his eyes fastened on the piece hanging 
over the center of the bar, he sucked in his breath. “No.” 
Every part of his body on fire, he stared at the black and 
white oversized glossy and shivered. Rubbing his arms, he 
turned his head and gazed at Aleks. “Why would you do 
this?” 


Aleks leaned in until his cold breath skated across the 
heat of Jax’ neck. “Because you belong to me. Because 
you're beautiful and | want to show you off.” 


“You had no right!” Jax instantly realized his voice had 
risen to the point others could hear. Tamping back his anger 
he stole glances around the area of the bar. It seemed 
everyone had tuned in on what was being said by the 
owner. 


Aleks slid a single finger down the side of Jax’ cheek, and 
further to his mouth, tracing a circle around Jax’ full lips. 
“We don’t want to do this here, do we?” 


Jax hissed and lowered his voice. “You had no right to take 
something so private and hang it for all to see.” 


“Do you honestly think anyone realizes it’s you? Besides, | 
have a feeling this might come in handy. There are some 
who would take down the one meant for the throne. It’s 
better to see our enemies, isn’t it?” His voice barely audible 
he gave Jax a heated gaze, his eyes glowing in the dim 
lighting. 


Jax could tell by the tone in Aleks’ voice something had 
transpired. Swirling his drink he eyed the customers and 


sighed. The power of the man remained in a swirling aura 
around him and for several seconds he could see what the 
man was thinking. They were both in danger. “Can we go to 
your office?” 


“Yes. | have something to show you that arrived some 
time today.” 


As Aleks led him up the stairs he could feel curious eyes 
watching their every move. 


“Don’t turn around. To answer your question we are 
indeed being watched.” 


“Why?” The hairs stood on the back of his neck. 


“That is what I’m hoping you'll tell me,” Aleks snarled as 
he slipped a key into the office door lock and swept his eyes 
across the heated floor. 


From his vantage point, everyone in the club could be 
seen. Jax was well aware there were private rooms used for 
the kinkier practices but the average patron had no idea 
what went on behind closed doors. There was no doubt 
tonight was a vanilla laced reception, and judging by the 
various members of the press and the members of the local 
film community, Aleks was being very careful. As Aleks 
closed the door he sensed a level of tension in the man he 
hadn’t before. Something was wrong. “What is it?” 


Sighing, Aleks finished the last of his drink. He set the 
tumbler down with a hard thud before walking toward 
another door. “Tell me about the murders.” 


“You know | can’t do that.” 


“And you know they have to do with me, or with us.” 


“You seem so sure, Aleks. You were there yesterday, 
watching like a vulture. | heard your call.” 


“And yet you refuse to come,” Aleks breathed. 


“What happened before between us can’t and won't 
happen again. It was...” Jax looked away as an intense 
series of sensations slid down his spine. 


“Our intimacy was what you wanted, what you needed 
and in turn you’re now a part of me. Why deny it, Jax? Why 
deny your destiny?” 


“My destiny?” While the conversation was long overdue, 
he couldn’t believe they were actually going to have it now, 
in the middle of a club opening and in the middle of a 
murder investigation, but he had to get the self-loathing out 
of his mind and his heart. “I’m not anyone’s destiny. 
Whatever you think you are, | don’t care. If you want to play 
games with others because of your damned kinky needs, 
fine. But | don’t want any part of it. | don’t want you 
taunting me or tempting me or...” 


“| can read enough of your mind to know what you want 
and what we shared before was only the beginning of our 
passion and our power.” Aleks shook his head and growled. 
“You witnessed the best and worst of my kind and yet you 
refuse to believe in our kind or our power. How very human 
of you.” Throwing open the small door he jerked a package 
out of a cooler. 


As soon as Aleks started to open the brown wrapping, the 
stench wafted across Jax’ nose. “Jesus Christ. What the hell 
is that?” Walking closer, he gazed down at the bloody stump 
and what had to be the intestinal muscle and gasped. “You 
better start talking.” 


“Special delivery today.” 
“A warning.” 
“Yes, detective. So you see why | called to you.” 


“From the look of it the remains are from a boy’s hand,” 
Jax sighed and rubbed his eyes. “I need to take this with 
me,” 


“Of course, detective. I’m in no way going to hinder a 
police investigation. You believe this is your first victim?” 


“There you go again. How do you know there are more?” 
Tipping his head, he gazed into Aleks’ black eyes and could 
Swear he saw a soulless man. Ruthless and powerful, 
Aleksandr was a formidable opponent. 


Aleks leaned close to Jax. “Come, dear man. You don’t 
honestly believe | don’t watch television. The murder is all 
over the airwaves.” Chuckling, he eased back. “Besides, | 
saw the vision you had and to answer your question, | don’t 
know who this Misha is but | also don’t think he’s the one in 
charge.” 


Opening and closing his mouth Jax tamped back a 
combination of anger and awe. How the hell did the man 
know what he was thinking and seeing? Because you belong 
to him. Jax jerked his head to the side and swallowed hard. 


“Whatever is going on is only going to get much worse.” 
“Did someone else survive the fire?” 


Taken aback by the question, a smile curled in the corner 
of Aleks’ mouth. “Very good, detective. My kind can be 
killed by fire if consumed, however...” Placing the bloody 


remains back in cooler, he closed the lid and glided toward 
his desk. 


“However?” There was no doubt he wasn’t going to like 
the answer. 


“However, the explosion in the warehouse was meant to 
kill the women inside and I suspect you as well, not to kill 
us. | believed Durac survived at least.” 


“Is that why you helped Felicity leave?” 


Aleks laughed openly. “Very good. | have to give you 
credit. Yes. She was certainly a loose string and one none of 
the family needed, or at least in Durac’s eyes.” 


“He used her,” Jax thought about the words Felicity had 
spoken and sighed. What did they mean? She’d gotten close 
to telling him something important after she begged them 
to find the child. “And the child?” 


Aleks looked away. “Gone. | believe that Durac has taken 
him.” 


“Where?” He sipped his drink and watched Aleks struggle 
with the question. 


“I suspect back home.” 
“Where exactly is this home again?” 


Aleks turned and gazed down the length of Jax, “Far 
enough away and somewhere you don’t know, and in truth 
don’t want to know.” 


“Interesting. You seem hell bent on removing yourself 
from the past, yet you continue to suggest | am in some 


way a part of your future. | find that curious.” 


Waving his hand, Aleks smiled, “We can have this 
discussion another time. You’re here because you need my 
help. Talk to me, detective.” 


“Do you believe Durac is back to finish what he started?” 


“No. My powers are weakened but | know for certain 
whoever or whatever is killing again has nothing overtly to 
do with Durac.” 


Jax sighed, “Overtly. Another interesting word.” 
“Word games...” 
“Then don’t play them!” Jax snapped. 


“Do you not think the level of power surrounding my 
Master fuels the other beasts who live among us? Did the 
entire situation and kills that happened before not teach you 
anything? While | don’t believe this has a direct connection 
to Durac or to my family, there are others who would stop at 
nothing to gain the throne. The time of Passing is well 
known. Other clans want what we have, detective, and 
whether you believe in the possibility even of our kind or 
not, you’ve not only been introduced to our species and our 
lifestyle, but you’ve also tasted.” 


“Tasted?” A swell of nausea wrapped around Jax like a 
suffocating blanket. 


“Yes, to keep you alive. The blood transfusion went well?” 
Aleks smiled in a cunning manner, as if dropping the trump 
card. 


Jax had no idea what to say. They stood and glared at 
each other until he turned away. 


Tick. Tock. 


Jax didn’t need to get in the middle of anything with him, 
but Aleks was right, something was going on that involved 
them both. He thought of mentioning the midnight visitor, 
but wanted to hold some of the pieces back. “Have you 
heard about underground BDSM clubs?” 


“Of course. They are the true nemesis and give all of our 
kink clubs a bad name. Why do you think | created this 
party tonight? Not that its going to bode well opening Dark 
Towers given the murders, but | do want to be a solid citizen 
of your city no matter what you think of me, and | made a 
promise to Felicity.” 


Jax could see a shadow cross Aleks’ face, “All right. | 
believe you. Tell me, have you heard of The Crypt?” 


Aleks smiled and nodded. “Unfortunately yes. The place is 
well known for providing a serious level of kink, and quite 
distasteful acts are allowed | might add.” 


“Why Aleksandr, I’m surprised to hear someone of your 
stature, given the two professions you’re into, say that. Is 
there anything you aren’t into trying and tasting?” 


“You know what | enjoy as you've experienced it first 
hand, detective.” Easing from behind the desk he moved 
Slowly toward Jax, his eyes darting back and forth across 
Jax’ face. “What I’m talking about is a level of humiliation 
and pain most humans can’t tolerate.” 


“And what would this entail?” 


“Have you ever read about public humiliation and 
degradation of a human, detective? It’s all done in the name 
of kink; from golden showers, to forced rape - in which the 
participant is truly a victim - to asphyxiation and brutal 
whippings that scar the individual. You see, these are the 
kinds of places where pets are taken and serve many time 
and time again.” 


“Pets?” Paling, Jax could feel his heart thumping in his 
chest. 


“The furry kind yes, but I’m talking about slaves who are 
kept as dogs in cages and brought out to please not only 
their Master, but others in their special clubs. They carry on 
a fake identity, much as Dark Towers does, but the real 
money and entertainment lies in the after parties where 
blood and gore, much like what you’ve seen, is exchanged,” 
Aleks moved around Jax as he spoke, his voice full of sexual 
husk. 


Swallowing hard, Jax closed his eyes as shivers forced a 
series of goose bumps down his spine. “And are you into this 
type of behavior?” 


Aleks took the tip of his finger and slid it down Jax’ spine 
as he moved directly behind him, allowing his breath to 
Skate across Jax’ neck, “I assure you, | seek passion with my 
pain, not torture. While | enjoy edge play, | don’t believe 
permanent damage to body or soul serves a purpose. | ama 
certain kind of monster only, Jax Steele.” 


Inhaling deeply, Jax sidestepped and fought against the 
hard shakes as Aleks’ words reverberated in his mind. 
Monster. “Where is this club?” 


“No one knows, detective. They find you and not the other 
way around.” 


“Surely you've heard of something.” 


“These kinds of clubs generally have no absolute brick 
and mortar destination. Their anonymity is sacred to them 
as you can well imagine. The players and the controllers 
change depending on what the flavor of the month is.” 


“But the streets hold few secrets,” Jax breathed. If what 
Aleks was saying were true then it would be very difficult to 
track down those involved. 


“Certain people hold secrets better than others. You know 
that better than |.” 


Jax bristled but said nothing. 
“I assure you you'll never know unless...” 


“Unless?” Turning his head, Jax could see Aleks was 
undressing him with his cold eyes, and while every red flag 
flashed in front of him, he couldn’t resist the draw of this 
man. Turned on, his cock pressed against his tight jeans, 
leaving him breathless and uncomfortable. Get control of 
yourself. We have dead kids out there and more could-be 
targets. 


“Unless they believe you to want the lifestyle. Being a 
poser isn’t an option.” 


“A poser?” 


“Why yes, detective. Those who pretend to be involved 
and even enjoy the Master/slave lifestyle. It’s very easy to 
tell those who don’t fully engage. If you believe posing for a 
few pictures to lure the killer was difficult, then imagine 
being asked to belong completely and totally to another, in 
such a way you have zero say over your future or your 


desires, until you only comply to everything that’s asked of 
you. It’s not something most can do. Tell me, detective, do 
you have what it takes to put yourself in the hands of 
another?” 


Jax knew Aleks was goading him and yet the words 
remained like a beacon. “I’m not sure this is the connection 
yet, but | suspect my first victim was lured there by 
something or someone. How many others are similar?” 


“The Crypt is by far the darkest club | know of. Most of the 
others are generally for private groups of around a hundred 
guests who meet at exclusive locations to engage in their 
hungers. The more open clubs come and go with names and 
faces changing. Your politicians keep them locked down,” 
Aleks chuckled. “And you never answered my question. 
Could you submit and be able to pass as a Slave, a pet?” 


Cocking his jaw he wasn’t sure how to answer. “Hopefully 
there won’t be a need. Now, who do you believe dropped 
the package?” 


“I don’t know.” 
“I know that look. What aren’t you telling me?” 


Aleks smiled as he closed the distance. “I too have things | 
prefer to keep in private. | don’t know who brought the 
package, but | fear if the warning isn’t heeded then more 
will die.” 


Jax sighed. The riddles were starting all over again. “Do 
you have any issues with prostitution in the club?” 


“Prostitution? | assure you that I’m running a clean 
establishment and while | didn’t have any day-to-day 
dealings before, | highly doubt Felicity would have allowed 


anything. You’re well aware of the rooms upstairs. These are 
for private engagements.” 


“Does money exchange hands?” 
“Detective, how stupid do you think | am? Absolutely not.” 
Jax nodded. “Do you have regulars?” 


“Again, from what | know yes, and before you ask, they 
are people who don’t want to be known, hence the exclusive 
level of privacy.” 


“Hmmm...” There was nothing but a morsel here and Jax 
didn’t think Aleks knew enough about the way Felicity ran 
the club to be of any real help for the nagging thought. “Tell 
me, was Congressman Bowen on the invitation list for 
tonight?” 


Aleks smiled as he licked his lips. “Yes. Now you 
understand the method to my madness.” 


“And let me guess, you were hoping to perhaps entice him 
to even take a peek at a room?” 


“One can always hope,” Aleks cooed. “I’m sorry | couldn’t 
help you more. | will certainly keep an ear out for 
information on the street about the murders or the 
possibility of a club.” 


“Thank you. I’m afraid we have another madman on our 
hands. Not sure the city can handle more. The brutality and 
Savage method they used is incredible.” Jax would never be 
able to get the vision of the boy’s head and neck or the 
girl’s vacant eyes out of his memory. 


“Yes, to rip a human apart means there’s tremendous 
force.” 


“| don’t want to hear your conjecture.” Jax moved around 
the hulking Russian and headed for the cooler. “If you get 
anything else, even an odd phone call, | want to be the first 
to know. Do you understand me?” 


“Of course, detective,” Aleks crowded Jax’ space and 
lowered his voice. “When are you going to allow yourself to 
believe not only in your hungers and needs, but in the 
understanding of what |I am and what I can give to you?” 


His heart racing, Jax shook off the cobwebs, “I have a 
murder investigation to deal with. Period.” 


Sighing, Aleks took both hands and brushed them down 
Jax’ arms as he pulled him into the heat of his body. “As you 
wish, but | feel your increased level of hunger as you grow 
weaker, needing more of only what I can give you, and | 
smell your desire for me. You won't be able to deny your 
needs for long. My blood flows through you permanently, 
Jackson Steele. No blood transfusion can erase my mark on 
you. You are no longer completely human. You need blood to 
live.” 


“I’m fine,” Jax whispered, his voice barely audible. As 
beads of sweat trickled down his back, he panted and the 
feel of Aleks’ hard shaft pressing into his ass forced his cock 
to twitch. “Just fine.” 


“Food has no taste and yet you hunger. Sex has no 
meaning and yet you crave,” Sliding his hands around Jax’ 
hips, he rubbed them up and down Jax’ thighs as he lowered 
his head and breathed into Jax’ neck. Darting his tongue 
out, he licked from the base of Jax’ neck up to his earlobe 


before nipping the tender flesh, a deep growl rumbling past 
his lips. 


His heart racing, Jax could barely focus. “I...no...it’s...” 
God, his mind was foggy and his body felt so drained, so 
very tired. What was happening to him? 


“Mmmm...| could take you right here and you'd be 
powerless to do anything, but one day you’re going to come 
to me and tell me you want the breath of my life. On that 
day we'll rejoice together you and | as mates and lovers. 
And then your walk into eternity will begin,” He moved his 
hands up and down the front of Jax’ cock caressing and 
kneading as he ground his own cock into Jax’ ass. “And I'll 
give you ecstasy.” 


Every nerve ending on fire, Jax fought the raging emotions 
sweeping through his body. He was as hungry and 
desperate as he’d ever been and could barely contain 
himself. Visions of sucking Aleks’ cock flashed in his mind, 
sending his senses reeling. His legs shook as Aleks rubbed 
his crotch until he almost gave in to the man...to the 
monster. “No...that’s never going to happen.” But, all the 
ugly doubts swept his system and Jax knew his fighting 
would have to end soon enough. 


“I’m very hungry tonight,” Alek’s purred as he turned Jax 
around slowly and gazed into his eyes. Cupping the sides of 
Jax’ face, he lowered his head and let out his breath. “I want 
you. | want to feed from you, fuck you and then taste you.” 


Jax stood frozen as the man opened his mouth, exposing 
his sharp teeth just seconds before capturing Jax’ mouth. 
Shuddering, Jax sighed and fell into the moment of passion 
as Aleks pressed his tongue inside his mouth. He was 
stunned that his body reacted so strongly. As Aleks slid his 


hands down and cupped Jax’ ass, forcing their groins 
together, Jax knew he could cum easily. He wanted nothing 
more than to drop to his knees and suck the man’s thick 
Shaft, taking him all the way down to the base as Aleks 
fucked his mouth, driving inside savagely. As the kiss 
became crazed and his hungers exploded, he could take no 
more. Palming Aleks’ chest, he pushed at him forcefully, 
breaking the hold. “No!” 


Aleks’ eyes shimmered in an iridescent shade of gold. He 
grunted and pressed the back of his hand over his mouth. 
“One day your body and your growing needs won't allow 
you a choice.” 


Swallowing hard, Jax composed himself and grabbed the 
package from the cooler. He had to get the hell out of here. 
“Never going to happen.” 


“You can’t run away from the destiny that began before 
you were born. You were chosen above all others to be the 
mate of a man who will be King. Together, as one we’re 
strong and apart we are very weak. That’s why others are 
fighting for control. Be leery of those you don’t know and 
trust no one. You have many enemies now, dear detective. 
Man and monsters want what you refuse to believe in.” 


“Damn you!” Jax gave him a harsh glare as the words 
settled into the back of his mind. “More riddles.” Walking to 
the door he could feel Aleks scanning him and knew what 
the man was thinking. 


You will be mine, as you already are. One day we'll rule 
the world together. 


Jax turned and as they locked eyes he nodded in 
reverence. “Do the words ‘Drefar Donga Temaine’ mean 
anything to you?” 


“What?” 


“Hmmm...interesting. | suspect they do,” As he walked out 
the door his body shook uncontrollably with the unrelieved 
tension running thickly through his blood. . What the hell 
was going on? 


KKK 


After Jax left, Aleks followed him to the stairs and stood 
watching as the man walked through the crowd. Jax was 
scanning as any good cop would and Aleks knew instantly 
there were at least three people watching the detective 
leave. His senses could pick up just enough to know there 
was a plan in motion. Making a mental note to check the 
guest list again later, he waited until he was sure Jax wasn’t 
being followed before heading back into his office. He’d 
have to make an obligatory appearance at the party that 
was in full swing downstairs but hearing the ancient words 
spoken from the detective’s lips meant one thing, he was 
right about the summation he’d given the good detective. 
Others wanted to clean up and perhaps take away what was 
promised to Aleks. 


He’d seen enough of Jax’ dream to realize it was a vision, 
which troubled him more than he could say. For Jax to be 
having something so distinctly clear meant harm was closer 
than he realized. There was little time. Flipping on his 
monitor, he checked his files and went to the closed Internet 
site no one knew about. The ancient teachings were a part 
of a sub-human culture, which believed strongly in his kind 
and practiced several of the acts of culture and had since 
the beginning of time. Often used in the old days as slaves 


of one type or another, they came willingly into being used 
by a powerful vampire. They were feeders and willing sexual 
companions and while Aleks had never engaged, he knew 
Durac kept his share of concubines. 


The group was well formed and hid behind legitimate 
businesses throughout the world. They believed in many 
aspects of the unknown and of eternal life, and some said 
over the years that the near inbreeding and infusion of 
blood had changed their kind forever. Even difficult factions 
of them were hunted and killed when necessary. They were 
not allowed to draw unnecessary attention to the clans in 
any way or their method of disposal was swift. 


Aleks hissed as he thought about the nights spent with 
Durac and his teachings. The clues were being laid out like a 
well-written novel. Of course, now he knew why Durac had 
spent so much time on him. And Durac had played him well, 
giving him enough information to turn Aleks away from the 
clans instead of enticing him into the fold. Durac had been 
far more cunning than Aleks realized at the time. The 
question was: did Durac want the throne so badly he would 
open the door to the other night creatures to hunt down he 
and Jax? The thought was not only a possibility, but 
probable. If the Drulins were in town more bodies would fall 
to their almost desperate needs. Why the games? Brushing 
his finger back and forth across his mouth, he sighed. Were 
they playing or unsure of the pairing? 


Heading for the Internet site he hadn’t visited in months, 
he typed in the memorized series of passwords and waited 
as he was checked for authentication. As the home screen 
flashed he shook his head. And to think what they’d all 
become. He typed Drefar Donga Temain into the main 
database search and waited as he opened his lower desk 
drawer and pulled out a bottle of cognac. Filling his glass he 


took a long gulp as the computer processed. Closing his 
eyes, he sighed and had the distinct feeling Jax’ life was 
going to change soon enough and whether the detective 
understood how important he was or not, others did. The 
thought dragged him back to Durac and to what was going 
to happen next. 


When a connection was made he leaned forward and read 
the words out loud. “And the end of time is upon us.” 
Growling, he licked the tips of his fangs and knew the 
meaning easily enough. But why now? Why spout the terms 
saved for sacred and very hallowed moments allowed by 
the vampires? As he thought about the murders he realized 
what the warning was. Whoever was behind the brutality 
wanted to corner both Aleks and Jax, but for what purpose? 


He knew the Drulins, as the vampires had come to call 
them, were very much into playing games and would hide 
behind something such as a kink club. They’d hide in plain 
site and not allow themselves to be known until they were 
ready, and until the game was nearing an end. He swirled 
his drink and took another sip. Memories of being at home 
and the few times he’d come into contact with one of the 
creatures weren’t pleasant. Some said they were evolving 
and becoming powerful, yet they were creatures of habit, or 
so he’d been told. Still, the cards had been laid out carefully. 
He needed his strength to hone his senses and quickly. 
There was no doubt Jax was in over his head and Aleks 
suspected the detective would be back in his club within 
days, if for no other reason than his growing terror. 


Opening his phone he hit his speed dial button. At least he 
had some options, “I’m in need tonight. Can you have 
another cover for thirty minutes?” 


“Yes, sir. On my way.” 


He closed his eyes and allowed the new information to 
settle in. At least he’d gotten Felicity out of town. Perhaps 
having Dimitri gone was a good idea after all. If any of the 
Drulins were rogue they’d take the child as bate if nothing 
else. And then none of them would have a choice. There 
was at least a piece or two missing and Aleks suspected 
they wanted another kind of power. Was there any 
connection to the two who were killed? Snarling, he 
elongated his fangs, hating everything about his being and 
the ugly creatures who ruled his life. 


The knock on the office door was sharp. 
“Come.” Seeing Marcos, Aleks nodded. 


“I suspected you'd be in need tonight.” Entering, Marcos 
stood stoic in the doorway. 


“Close and lock the door. The last thing | need to have 
happen is any of our special guests to stumble inside. Is 
there any activity downstairs?” 


“Concerned about the cop?” Marcos asked as he turned 
and locked the door before unbuttoning his shirt. 


“Yes, I’m concerned for the illustrious detective. There are 
eyes and ears tonight watching everything.” Aleks rose from 
his chair and moved toward Marcos. He was glad he’d made 
certain arrangements before and while he preferred feeding 
and fucking at the same time, Marcos had made it very 
clear he’d offer blood but not his body. Yet the powerful 
Negro was rich and ripe with red blood and gave Aleks a 
heady shot of endorphins. 


“Ah, well nothing outright. Seems everyone is having a 
very good time. How to you want me?” 


“Come.” Beckoning to the man, he brushed his hands 
through his hair and longed for this to be the stunning 
detective, but soon enough their paths would cross. 


Marcos eased his shirt from his shoulder and pushed back 
his long dreads exposing his neck. Saying nothing he closed 
his eyes and waited. 


Aleks wasted no time. Grabbing Marcus roughly, he forced 
his head back and plunged his fangs into the man’s artery, 
drinking his very pulse of life. 


“Oooohhh...” Shuddering, Marcos opened his mouth and 
quickly the moment of pain morphed into a complete level 
of rapture, as Aleks had intended. 


Aleks sighed; the taste on his tongue was almost 
bittersweet. His hunger growing, he fought to control his 
needs as he drank, allowing the life-giving blood to flow 
down his throat. Flickers of light and memories that Marcos 
carried flashed in the back of Aleks’ mind. While he longed 
for the moment to be sensuous as he fed, this was simply 
nothing more than feeding. 


When he was done he licked the wound and eased back, 
patting Marcos on the back. Brushing his lips across the 
wound, he dragged the tip of his tongue across the 
punctures until they were barely visible. He sniffed and 
allowed the rich source to fill his body, warming him to the 
point of being sated for a time at least. “You taste better 
and better, my friend. Thank you.” 


Marcos eyes opened and closed as his body shivered 
uncontrollably. “Anytime. Whew.” 


Aleks followed Marcos out to the landing. As they both 
walked down the set of steel stairs, his hearing became 


sharp. He could hear every conversation playing in the 
crowd. Narrowing in on several throughout the room there 
was nothing of any concern initially until he heard the words 
whispered. 


“Drefar Donga Temaine.” 


Chapter Seven 


He stood gazing at the club members, licking his lips in 
anticipation as he drank his beer. He was hungrier tonight 
for some reason and he needed more than just a one-night 
stand. It was time for him to find an older woman and 
perhaps one who would teach him the ropes. He was tired of 
not having a girlfriend or even a girl who wanted nothing 
more than sex from him. After all, he was the captain of the 
football team, right? Hell, that had been almost four years 
ago. Now he was attending college, studying law of all 
things. Why the hell had he agreed to become a lousy 
attorney in the first place? 


That’s what was killing his sex life. Hell, he knew it and his 
buddies knew it. Tonight he’d decided to find a girl and fuck 
her and he was going to be anything and everything else 
than what he truly was - daddy’s protégé. Sighing, he 
sipped his beer and watched the beautiful women in the 
club dancing and gyrating to the disco music. He wanted to 
be one of them, the beautiful people. Instead he was thick 
necked and was already gaining a pouch. 


Sucking in his breath, he was determined to change his 
ways. No more bags of chips and French onion dip for him. 
No way. He was going to go on a diet and get a new Set of 
clothes. Then maybe he’d run away to New Zealand. 
Chuckling, he took a sip of his beer before he motioned to 
the bartender for another. At least he was within walking 
distance of his dorm. He could stumble in and no one would 
be the wiser. After all, he only had one class on Friday and it 
wasn’t until one in the afternoon so he could afford to play a 
little. 


Gulping the rest of his beer, he slammed the mug down 
on the bar and swiveled in his chair. He had to blink several 
times to understand that he really was seeing the Goddess 
like creature standing in front of him, she was no apparition. 
Her blond hair hung in waves down her back, as even in the 
dim lighting her eyes were the most beautiful shade of blue 
he’d ever seen. Fuck me. 


Absently, she brushed her hand through her hair and he 
couldn’t help but notice she had the longest and most 
beautiful fingers. “Hi.” Dear God, his voice actually 
squeaked. Clearing his throat, he tried to look at ease but 
the trickle of perspiration slipping down the side of his face 
was a dead give away. 


“Hello. | was watching you from a distance.” 


He sucked in his breath. Lordy the luscious girl’s voice 
held an air of silk, like spun gold. “Really?” There. His voice 
was strong and... Oh who the hell was he kidding? 


The vixen inched closer and licked her glossy lips before 
slipping her fingers down her neckline to the swell of her 
breasts. “Uh-huh. Wanna dance with me? I’m so hot.” 


He watched as she fanned herself and attempted to calm 
his nerves. “I'd love to,” he croaked as he stood, his legs 
Shaky. Turning slightly, he could see the look of disdain on 
the bartender’s face as he placed the fresh beer down on 
the bar top. He didn’t care. Hell, now he was a risk taker. 
Right? 


“Come with me,” she cooed and took his hand in hers as 
she smiled and gave him a come hither look. “Let’s find the 
perfect place.” 


This girl could lead him anywhere she wanted. Hell, he’d 
go to Mars if she asked. As the beauty led him to the dance 
floor she appeared to unconsciously move her hips in an 
exaggerated sway side to side, mesmerizing him with the 
movement and he couldn’t keep his eyes off her tight ass. 
Damn, the girl was fucking hot. He could do this. The fact he 
was a terrible dancer wasn’t going to stop him in the least. 
Nope, not tonight. Not anymore. Never. 


“I think this is so purrr-fect, don’t you?” She gave him a 
naughty grin as she turned to face him and began dancing, 
her breasts bobbing up and down in the skimpy halter-top. 


No he wasn’t going to stare at her breasts like a common 
moron. But he did. He was hot and bothered and his cock 
throbbed to the point where he was in pain. This was so not 
good. “What’s your name?” he called above the thumping 
music. 


“Desiree.” Twirling in circles, she showed instant 
command of the dance floor as she swayed back and forth, 
her long legs moving easily to the music. 


He stole a glance all the way down at her gorgeous body 
and shivered. Maybe his ship had come in after all. “Mine’s 
Brett.” 


She just smiled and blew a kiss. 


Oh the night was getting so damn hot. Brett could hear 
the strains of the music but at the moment he was 
completely focused on the hot woman was undulating in 
front of him, wiggling her ass as she sighed and giggled. 
Enjoying the moment, he lost track of everything, including 
who he was, and out of the blue as the single slow song of 
the night oozed from the sound system, he grabbed the 
temptress around the waist and dragged her into his body. 


She molded to him perfectly, like she was supposed to be 
his. “You’re beautiful.” 


“You're a very sexy man. l’d love to get to know you 
more.” 


He licked his lips and ground his groin into her belly. 
Somehow he couldn’t help himself around her. She was far 
too enticing. “Oh yeah?” 


“Uh-huh. Wanna come to a more private party?” Desiree 
cooed as she brushed her lips across his. 


His heart racing, he could barely think straight. Did the 
sexy girl actually ask him to go with her? “A party? You don’t 
like this place?” 


“This is fine. | just would love to get you in private if you 
know what I mean.” Cocking her head, she licked her lips as 
a single moan erupted from her lips. 


“Me? You sure?” 


“Oh yeah. I’ve been watching you all night. You’re so 
handsome and | can’t believe other girls haven’t snapped 
you up.” She shimmied back and forth, her tight tummy 
rubbing across his cock. 


Brett almost lost it. “Where’s this party?” 


“I know of a way hot, private club just a short walk from 
here. We can continue playing there - if you’re a bit daring 
that is.” Looking around her, Desiree licked her lips and 
Slipped out a folded piece of paper from between her 
breasts. “Take a look.” 


His eyes opened wide as he glanced down at the pictures. 
Even in the dim lighting he could see what was happening. 
“This the club?” His voice squeaked. 


“Isn't it delicious? That’s why | asked if you were daring. 
Most men can’t handle the heat. Can you?” 


“Daring? Me? I’m the original daring guy.” Yeah, one with a 
quivering body full of trepidation. Shit, did people really do 
this kind of... Yet he’d always told himself he’d try anything 
once, but could he do this? Glancing at the girl’s imploring 
eyes he knew the answer. Hell yes. At that moment he’d 
wear leather and allow the girl to use a strap on and fuck his 
ass if he could get some relief, and perhaps a permanent 
girlfriend. 


Somehow he thought he heard his father’s voice, 
chastising him, molding him to his own image. Don’t go out 
with tramps, boy. But Desiree wasn’t a tramp. She was 
beautiful and glorious and... “I’d love to go. Just let me pay 
for my drinks.” He sauntered to the bar and pulled out his 
wallet, stealing glances behind him to make sure she wasn’t 
a figment of his overactive imagination after all. Ok, wow. 
She’s still here. Sweating profusely, he laid two bills on top 
of the bar and waited as patiently as he could to catch the 
bartender’s eye. “Keep the change.” Oh yeah, he was a big 
tipper tonight. 


The bartender said nothing as he looked from the girl and 
back. Sneering, he grabbed the warm beer and kept his 
gaze locked on the two as Desiree grabbed Brett’s hand and 
led him toward the entrance. 


When they were finally outside he let go of the breath 
he’d been holding and smiled. 


“I think you’re going to like where we’re going, lover,” she 
cooed as she glided forward into the night air. 


There was no do doubt in his mind. 


KKK 


Jax dropped off the evidence at the precinct before 
heading to O’ Toole’s. The old bar had been around since 
the twenties and was a comfortable joint to grab a beer and 
play a game of darts in the darkened space. He grimaced as 
he walked in, his entire body aching. Was he simply tired or 
something else? As he grabbed a seat at the bar he glanced 
at his watch. He was a good fifteen minutes early. The extra 
time would give him the opportunity to reflect on what to 
do. 


Ordering a beer with a bourbon chaser, he settled in and 
thought about the two murders. The Crypt had to be the 
connection but unless they found something there was no 
way of knowing for sure. If the second victim was Lindsay, 
then the fact she was possibly hooking to support her 
school, would at minimum garner her an interest from 
several walks of life. That could mean she was easily 
spotted and sent an invitation to join the exclusive club. 
How in the world did they get the invitations out? He had 
the distinct feeling the flyer had something to do with it. 
Something continued to nag at him. The hunch was strong, 
but if he was wrong he’d be fired immediately, so a serious 
amount of caution had to be used. If he was right, then... 


“| hear you were busy with your stop. God there are 
maniacs out there,” Mike chuckled as he slid against the 


bar. “And you look like you’ve seen a ghost. What’s with 
you, guy?” 


“News travels fast. Sick of the gruesome shit,” Jax said 
under his breath as the bartender pushed his drinks in front 
of him. 


“I'll have the same,” Mike commented as he sniffed and 
looked around the room. “I got a really bad feeling about 
this. Like some sicko is playing a game.” 


“He, she or it is. What did you find out from the room 
mates?” 


“Lindsay was definitely into entertaining but never told 
the girls any details. Still she was always going out and still 
managed to keep her grades up. There’s no doubt it’s our 
girl. Her friends showed me some pictures. Pretty thing too.” 


Jax sighed and took a gulp of his beer. “Anything on the 
club?” 


“Lindsay never told them a name but one of them did say 
Lindsay mentioned the place was a little kinky. Said 
something about a special invite but that’s about all. 
Wanted to take the girls with her but they weren't 
comfortable.” 


“Aren't they all a bit kinky?” 


“I, uh, took the liberty of looking at her date book. The 
girls didn’t know her direct Facebook account but they’re all 
buddies so | was able to look at the girl’s wall and she was 
very...nhow would you Say it, flirtatious. She had a lot of men 
friends, if you Know what | mean. | didn’t see anything overt 
on her calendar, but she certainly left details very sketchy. If 


she had those kinds of dates I’m not sure you'd know it, or 
figure out who they were with.” 


“Great. Now we have social networking being used for 
everything,” Jax hissed. 


“What the hell do you think Craig’s List is? Facebook is just 
more sophisticated. All the college kids hook up that way. 
You find anything out from your cohort in crime?” Mike 
raised his eyebrow. 


“Very funny. Other than the package of information 
waiting for his arrival?” 


“Yeah, other than that, and are you sure you can trust that 
guy after his disappearance after the fire and then 
reappearance in your life?” 


It was a valid question and Mike deserved an honest 
answer. In truth, he couldn’t give his partner one. “I don’t 
think he’s anything other than a pawn in this. You know, | 
want to run a scenario by you. Just something nagging at 
me.” He stopped talking when the bartender placed the 
drinks down. 


“I know that look. Let’s grab the table over there so we 
can discuss this in private. Your hunches scare the crap out 
of me.” 


Jax followed Mike into the corner of the crowded bar, 
Snagging the only available two-top. As he sat down he 
scanned the perimeter. The place was crawling with off-duty 
cops. No one was paying any of attention to them but the 
case had already garnered enough attention of its own. 
Richmond was no longer the murder capital of the States 
but with the brutal case from barely a month before, 
everyone was on edge and with good reason. 


“Spill it.” 


As he leaned across the table he lowered his voice. “Look. 
You know the bill that’s coming up before the Senate 
banning these types of clubs?” 


“Of course, and our boy Christopher Bowen is all for it 
since he really kick-started the campaign. We talked a little 
about the irony before. Why?” 


“Hear me out before you say anything. Just think about 
how much money these clubs bring in.” 


Mike took a long swallow of his drink. “I’m with you so far. 
Go on.” 


“Our Mr. Bowen has a lot of enemies and ones he’s helped 
send to jail.” 


“You're thinking revenge and taking it out on his kid?” 


“What if it doesn’t have as much to do with the club as it 
does with sex all the way around?” 


“Okay, Mr. Hot Shot, what the hell does the girl have to do 
with it? Is there some connection you're thinking about 
here?” 


Jax’ eyes twinkled. “You said it yourself, the girls think 
she’s got a sugar daddy, or several.” 


Narrowing his eyes, Mike shook his head. “Wait a minute. 
You think that...shit! If | were you | wouldn’t go spouting that 
shit off right now. Not only is this an election year, but 
remember the Mayor isn’t too happy with you as it is.” 


“How many times do you need to remind me? Look Mike, | 
know what you’re saying, but it’s worth checking out to see 
if Mr. Bowen has a connection to the girl. Then we’ll at least 
know.” 


“Un-fucking believable. You're going to ask a man, who’s 
grieving the loss of his son, whether or not he should be 
also grieving the murder of his mistress?” 


“Carefully.” Jax gulped his bourbon. He knew the idea was 
more than a stretch but he thought it was too coincidental. 
“Maybe he’s stuck in the middle and got too close as well. 
You know, maybe he doesn’t realize he’s being played.” 


“Lots of ideas and nothing to back them up.” 


“This isn’t a normal case and we need to check every 
detail and thought.” 


“Your funeral,” Mike hissed. 


“Think about the situation Mike. It’s all too weird to have 
the son involved in some kinky club and...” 


“First of all you don’t know the kid was involved. You were 
given a flyer by a distraught mother, so that doesn’t mean 
the kid was getting bull whipped by some freaking Dom 
every night. Kids are interested in sex,” Mike chortled. 


“| know that but...” 


“Let me finish. You have a girl who may or may not be 
involved in giving sexual favors to satisfy her lifestyle. That 
isn’t a connection. The only connection period is that the 
kids were out at night, possibly in a bad part of town. Even 
that’s a bit of a conjecture. And you have one man who was 
a part of the last criminal investigation who’s receiving body 


parts. | can almost guarantee they’re going to be identified 
as Timmy’s so why don’t you consider, and this is just me - 
your partner of almost a year now - talking, that this has 
something more to do with the connection you share with 
this Aleksandr guy.” 


Jax rubbed his eyes. “I guess.” 


“You guess? He not only was smack in the middle of a 
brutal case last time, but the guy also takes racy pictures, 
likes to fuck little boys and is running a very erotic club.” 


“But the club’s on the up and up.” 


Mike smiled and swirled his bourbon. “Well then, we might 
be at an impasse until we can find out more information. 
Maybe we're trying to put this in a neat package and it’s just 
about a freaking serial killer who enjoys slaughtering 
people. Maybe the package sent to your friend has nothing 
to do with this case.” 


And maybe the world was coming to an end. “I hear what 
you're saying. Back to square one.” 


“For now, until we can dissect all the parts.” 


“Or until another murder happens,” Jax shivered at the 
ugly thought. 


KKK 


“The toxicology tests are back in and get this, our Ms. 
Banning knows little else,” Mike dropped a file on Jax’ desk. 


“They can’t identify?” Jax hissed. They’d been sorting 
through the information and the statements all day long and 
there was nothing new. Everything was a dead end. He 
grabbed his warm coke and took a sip as he opened the file 
folder. 


“The lab was able to identify the parts, so it’s a supped up 
drug that would no doubt put the kids into a hallucinogenic 
state, but it’s not something that’s on the streets. Yet. But... 
we at least have our connection.” 


“Both of them?” 


“Traces in Timmy, and enough in Lindsay to make her 
comatose,” Mike smiled. “At least it’s something.” 


“Could Charlotte tell how it was introduced?” Jax asked, 
almost grateful they had something. 


“Most likely a beverage, but she can’t be sure given the 
way the drug reacts.” 


“Okay, so they went to some club and were offered or paid 
for a beverage and had no clue they were being drugged. 
Happens all the time.” 


“Yep. And there’s one other thing.” 
“There always is,” Jax sighed. 


Mike pulled out a picture out of the file. “Charlotte emailed 
this to you, but | wanted to show you up close and 
personal.” Handing over the glossy to Jax, he sighed. 


Jax blinked several times before he realized what he was 
seeing. “Off of Lindsay?” 


“Her inner thigh.” 


The branding wasn’t particularly ornate but there was 
something about it that bothered Jax. Getting close enough 
to the carvings of the bodies from before, he swallowed 
hard. “l...whew. Looks recent.” 


“It is, and done when she was very much alive. I’m 
thinking initiation.” 


“Of course. Into a very special club.” 


“That way you’d always be a part of the group of 
kinksters,” Mike hissed. 


“Į just can’t get over the feeling of the brutality and 
strength it’s taking.” 


“Maybe one bit of good news. The last bit of information 
from Charlotte was interesting. She found traces of metal in 
Timmy’s wounds. Maybe some medieval weapon of some 
sort?” 


The news, while to some would be troublesome, was 
almost a relief. “I suppose if the edge was jagged and the 
force blunt enough I can see the cut resembling something 
from the past. Not a bad thought.” 


“Hey, you had to have seen that freaky Mel Gibson 
movie.” 


“I know the one you mean. Good point. You going to check 
it out?” Jax asked, honestly hoping the kills were some drug- 
induced group of freaks and not something else. 


“Yeah. | have an old buddy who’s kinda into that stuff. He 
might know. Look at the shit. Whew. Who the fuck does this 


kind of weird ass shit? | mean to actually want to be 
whipped and shackled and... Gives me the fucking shivers. 
What happened to like, normal fucking?” 


Cringing, Jax eyed his partner as heat crept up his neck. 
“It’s more normal now than you would imagine and in truth, 
BDSM and the practice began centuries ago. The art is 
highly revered and something many people crave. You have 
to remember, it’s about trust and a form of commitment 
most marriages don’t have.” Seeing Mike’s shocked face he 
stopped and cleared his throat. 


“Uh-huh. Said like a man who’s spent far too much time 
around that weirdo we profiled. Whatever buddy. To each 
their own. I’m going to go grab a bite to eat. You want to 
join me or are you chained to the desk?” 


While his stomach rumbled Jax wasn’t sure he could eat, 
“Bring me back something if you don’t mind. | want to sift 
through the report and see if we can get a handle on the 
branding. Maybe some of the BDSM sites know of the 
mark.” 


Mike snorted. “Better you than me, partner. l'Il grab you a 
burger or something.” 


Jax watched him leave and realized he’d been holding his 
breath. Fingering the outline of the picture, he gazed at his 
computer, wondering where in the hell he was going to 
figure out what the odd branding meant. That had to be the 
smell from her body. Was it an initiation right, or a message? 


Over the next thirty minutes he flipped through page after 
Internet page trying to find something, anything that looked 
remotely like the mark. There wasn’t anything that he could 
find out other than he was right. Several Dom’s and 


Domme’s branded their subjects, especially if they were 
considered slaves. 


Out of the corner of his eye he could see commotion from 
the other side of the room. His senses immediately perked 


up. 
“Holy shit!” 
“You have to be kidding me.” 
“What is wrong with people?” 


Jax rose immediately and gazed at the other officers. 
“What? What?” 


“Take a look at this shot | was emailed Jax. Is this for real 
or staged?” 


Swallowing hard, he gazed at Jimmy’s ashen face as he 
walked over to the computer screen. As he gazed down at 
the freeway overpass he shook his head. What appeared to 
be a body was strung from the outer edge, his feet dangling 
just below the concrete. “Oh fuck. Please tell me you have 
somebody on the way.” 


“Yeah, but | imagine so are the press,” Jimmy breathed. 
“Who is this nutcase?” 


Jax sighed as he looked down at their preliminary report. It 
was now almost eight at night and they couldn’t get the 
damn press or the Mayor off their backs. Picking up the 
phone he dialed Mike. “Better get back here.” 


“Why, the place burnin’ down?” 


“I think it will be soon enough,” Jax breathed. This was not 
going to bode well at all. His stomach churning, he knew 
damn well a greasy hamburger wouldn’t sit well anyway. 


KKK 


“You all right, partner?” Mike asked. 


“Better than some,” Jax stated as he thought about the 
victim. Tyler Reynolds was the oldest son of a harsh judge 
and a prominent citizen living in Windsor Farms, the oldest 
and wealthiest community in Richmond. Attending college 
on a scholarship, Tyler was studying law, following in his 
father’s footsteps, and from what they’d been able to tell, a 
good kid in a bad location. Gutted and hung from the 
overpass, his blood was drained on cars passing below as he 
twirled in the breeze. While the overpass was attached to a 
road not used by that many people, to be so brazen as to 
take the time to hang the body was unbelievable. The bold 
move was no doubt meant to torment the police. 


“I know. The Mayor is calling for blood, and shit if you look 
outside there are more press vans than police cars.” 


Jax nodded. What the hell was he supposed to say? 
Fingering the crumpled up flyer, he decided they had their 
connection all right. But the meaning was unclear, as was 
the location. “Where was his car found again?” 


“Down close to one of the new restaurants by the river. A 
couple of officers are checking out whether any staff noticed 
the young man in one of the places last night,” Mike said as 
he looked over Jax’ shoulder. 


Jax pressed the tip of his finger back and forth across the 
seam of his mouth. 


“What are you thinking? Trying to find the club?” 
“Yep.” 

“Not a bad idea but didn’t you say they find you?” 
“According to Aleks.” 


Mike sat down on the edge of Jax’ desk. “I can hear your 
wheels churning. While | applaud your efforts guy, | don’t 
like what you’re not telling me already.” 


Jax shifted and tipped his head. “I know, but | don’t see 
any other choice. Whoever the killer is, they’re daring us to 
find them somehow. They're daring me Mike. | don’t know 
but I can tell by the way this is playing out, and I hada 
visitor the other night.” He’d debated not telling his partner 
but he had to convey the importance. 


“A visitor? Here we go again. You working this case by 
yourself.” 


“| need to check this out and you have to trust me. Find 
out all you can about this bill and who’s involved so we 
know. If this is revenge, then my guess is the killer will go 
down alist. | have a terrible feeling that Judge Reynolds had 
something to do with the bill or all the work around 
presenting it.” 


Mike sniffed and gave Jax a cold glare. “Okay. Point made 
and that | can do, but I don’t like this. Besides, the girl’s 
parents have nothing to do with Virginia politics.” 


“Do me a favor and make sure and keep her name out of 
the paper. When the parents arrive make sure they aren’t 
hassled. | don’t care what you have to do.” 


“Uh-huh. | can see your wheels continuing to turn. 
Whatever you have in mind, be careful playing a game,” 
Mike said as he narrowed his eyes. 


“Į just want a trump card, Mike. That’s all.” 


Mike took a sip of his drink. “You don’t think the cases are 
related, do you?” 


“Oh they’re related, but | think in an odd way. There’s 
something more here, | can feel it and this is something | 
have to do alone.” 


“Alone? That | don’t buy. l'Il look the other way but you 
gotta keep me informed.” 


Jax knew his decision was going to potentially cost him. 
“I'll clear enough of it with the Sergeant.” 


“That makes me feel better. l'Il take the lead on the kid’s 
car and talk to the parents. Just be careful, partner. This 
smells of something you may never be able to come back 
from.” 


The words alone sent a shiver down Jax’ spine. And his 
partner was right. 


KKK 


Misha entered the darkened room and stood quietly as his 
eyes became accustomed to the dim lighting. Tipping his 
head back, he sniffed and knew his Master was close. Every 
nerve ending on fire, he glided forward as he searched for 
him. The slight noise dragged his attention to the far corner. 
The flicker of a single candle and the slight crackle of the air 
hitting the burning wick drew his attention to the hulking 
frame. 


“You've done well this week.” 


“Thank you, Master. It was easy with the help you 
provided.” 


“Yes,” Master purred. “Well our time here is vital.” 


Misha knew exactly of the importance and why they were 
in the city. While he didn’t enjoy the ugly darkness of his 
confines, preferring the lush countryside and rich forests, he 
knew not to complain. They were here for a reason and one 
of vital needs for their people. Or so the Master had instilled 
in all of them. The trek had been long, hunting as they 
followed, the path unclear and now they were going to be 
free soon enough. The cages keeping their kind were long 
ago rusted way. They were more than ready and everyone 
was growing restless. If the Red Moon were truly upon them, 
then so much would change. He sighed, remembering the 
words, and wondered what to believe. “What can | offer you 
this evening?” 


“Come join me for a glass of wine. We are civilized after 
all, aren’t we?” The Master laughed, his dark timbre filling 
the room. 


“Of course,” For some reason Misha was more afraid of his 
Master’s happy moments than his bouts of raging anger. He 
was far more unpredictable this way. The violence Misha 


could handle as he was trained for it, but the acts of 
kindness were foreign to him. He thought about his job and 
while he enjoyed most aspects, he wanted to keep some of 
the prey alive. Unfortunately their physical needs were too 
great. 


“You hesitate. What are you so afraid of?” Leaning 
forward, the warm ambient glow highlighted his face. 


While Misha was used to the level of deformity, the face 
reminded him of what they were to become if they didn’t 
achieve their goal. Misshapen, the nose was flattened into 
his Master’s face, the eyes bulging and the almost snout-like 
mouth were continuing to change every day. Sighing, he 
smiled and eased forward. Beauty, like what belonged to 
Misha, was sought after even among their kind and at times 
he felt like his clan’s prey for it was believed his blood could 
reverse some of the hideous effects. Unfortunately it had 
never been proven, but that hadn’t stopped the need to 
feed. 


“Come, little one. | understand you’d developed a lovely 
set of minions to do your bidding?” 


“Yes,” Misha breathed as he moved closer. He could tell 
how hungry his Master was and tonight his Master would 
feed off human and beast. “Humans are very interesting. 
They enjoy betrayal of their kind. It’s like a game to them.” 


“Which is why I enjoy it. And you forget dear Misha, you 
are much more human than you would like to believe.” His 
hand shaking, the Master filled a silver goblet and reached 
out. “Take and drink, my friend. You have done very well 
indeed. We are on our way of taking what we need.” 


Misha took the glass and drank. The full-bodied cabernet 
was one of his favorites. While food was difficult at best to 


eat - and had to be regurgitated within a short time - 
alcohol remained a treat as did as his growing taste for 
blood. “The cops are more than confused.” 


“As they should be. Keeping them on edge will hide us in 
plain sight.” The Master chuckled as he tossed back his 
wine, the sound of the liquid glugging down the back of his 
throat, filling the room. He poured another glass full and 
licked his lips. “I can tell you have concerns.” 


“Only in finding what you seek.” 


“The one we are looking for is believed to be here. Have 
no worries. The prophecy tells no lies.” 


“Then why are they hidden to us? Should you not be able 
to tell?” 


“I know many things, dear boy. Leave those worries to 
me.” 


Misha knew of the prophecies of the time of Passing and 
the rebirth of their kind back to their one human state. And 
yet few believed the curse could be broken. Forged in years 
of following the vampires mindlessly, the few who remained 
to serve the seemingly dying Kingdom were nothing more 
than slaves. None of his kind could tolerate the servitude. 
But they had few choices given what they’d become. Sadly 
they were only centuries with a growing task and even they 
were being hunted to ensure a level of silence. “Yes, sir.” 


“You were always our dreamer. Perhaps soon enough you 
can understand and believe.” 


“Who is he?” 


The Master inhaled deeply before taking a sip of his wine 
and rubbing his chin. “His life force is close, but it is another 
I’m looking for. The air is rich. We must eliminate the entire 
link or our task will be considered a failure. We bide our time 
gleaning information. At the right moment both will be 
ready to terminate. The time of the Red Moon is near. 
Besides, the one will not be able to resist our offerings 
eventually. Come. The time for talking is done.” 


The Red Moon was something few of his kind had ever 
seen - if any. A magical moment, at the dawn of the Red 
Moon all creatures were equally powerful and they could 
prove able to destroy their makers. But the myth was simply 
that, at least as far as the majority of his people believed. 
As his Master beckoned him, he inched forward; always 
terrified the blood play would go too far. Misha’s skin was far 
more fragile than most and yet while he bruised, he 
normally healed. Still, his Master’s needs were getting 
stronger. He drank his wine and set the glass down before 
inching forward. Nodding in reverence, he slowly undressed 
and moved to within an inch of his Master. “What can | offer 
you? Blood or sex?” 


“Such delicious choices. Pleasure me tonight first so that | 
may sleep a dreamless sleep for a change. | grow weary of 
such restlessness.” 


Nodding, Misha slowly dropped to his knees and crawled 
forward. As his Master leaned back in his chair and closed 
his eyes, he snorted and hissed. Unzipping his Master’s fly, 
he released his Master’s throbbing cock and grazed the tips 
of his fingers down the length. The almost perfect muscle 
was far more beautiful than the rest of his Master’s body, 
and there was nothing more he loved than to taste the man. 


“That’s it. Yes. You were always so good at pleasuring a 
man. Do you know how many others have asked for your 
very unique services?” Tossing his head back, the Master 
purred as he entwined his fingers in Misha’s long locks. 
“That’s it. Take me into your mouth.” 


Misha licked down the sensitive underside to his Master’s 
balls, taking first one and then the other into his mouth. The 
musky taste of his lover never ceased to thrill him. As he 
used his strong jaw muscles to squeeze the tender flesh, he 
wrapped his hand around the base of his Master’s cock, 
kneading and massaging as he pumped his hand up and 
down. Licking back up, he took just the tip of his Master’s 
shaft into his mouth and sucked as he dragged his tongue 
across the sensitive slit. 


“That’s it, boy, take me. All of me.” 


Relaxing his throat, he took his Master’s dick down an inch 
at a time as he scooted further in between the man’s legs. 
Shifting his weight forward, he took his Master’s shaft all the 
way down as he squeezed and milked, holding the man’s 
thick muscle in his mouth. As the tip hit the back of his 
throat, Misha was rewarded with several drops of pre-cum. 


“Oh yes. That’s it.” Holding Misha’s head in place, he lifted 
his groin and pumped his shaft into Misha’s mouth. His 
fingers wrapped around Misha’s long hair as he grunted and 
then tossed his head back and issued a series of keening 
growls. 


Misha sucked his Master’s cock hard as he pumped the 
base, going up and down in savage motions. His actions 
almost violent, he savored the taste, his actions growing 
more frantic. As his Master fucked him hard, using the 


power of his legs to drive into Misha’s mouth, he closed his 
eyes and slid his hand down to his own cock, stroking. 


“You're not allowed to cum, sweet boy. Not yet,” The 
words barely audible the Master snarled into the dense air 
as he flicked his tongue back and forth across his fangs. 
Howling into the air, he pumped Misha’s head up and down 
until his body spasmed. “Drink all of me.” 


Misha trembled as his Master exploded into his mouth, 
shooting hot strings of cum down his throat. The taste 
pungent and spicy he kept his eyes closed as stars 
showered past. This part he so loved and could almost enjoy 
- the harsh ending. 


“Yyyyeeeessss!” The Master shouted as he continued 
thrusting his cock into Misha’s mouth until his entire body 
shook from the near violent actions. Finally spent, he 
pushed Misha back as he wiped his mouth with the back of 
his shaking hand. 


Misha licked his lips and eyed his Master, whose eyes had 
already turned a shade of blood red as his hunger rose to 
the surface. He rose slowly and moved between his Master’s 
legs. Holding out his arms as an offering, he stood silently 
as the Master rose to his full height, towering over Misha. 


“As given in our bonding of time and blood, you belong to 
me,” Lifting the boy’s chin with a single finger, he stared 
into Misha’s eyes before sliding his hand down to hold the 
back of the boy’s neck, digging his claws into the tender 
flesh. 


Trembling, Misha allowed his head to be yanked back. The 
pain was always blinding and never changing; yet he knew 
this wasn’t a deathblow. Still, the first strike of his Master’s 
claws slicing through his neck and ripping downwards was 


enough to force a scream. “Aaaahhhh!” Biting it back, he 
struggled to remain standing as sheer anguish swept his 
system. He clenched his hands and waited as he heard the 
rustling movement of his Master. 


“You are always so valiant,” Dragging his tongue down 
from Misha’s neck, he suckled and licked the exposed flesh, 
drinking the very blood of the boy’s body. Hissing, he 
continued tracing zigzag lines through the rows of cut 
tendons and veins. Grunting like the animal he’d become, 
he emitted a low growl. 


Misha could hear the popping bones as the man became a 
monster, content on feeding and feasting on his blood and 
bile, and while he knew his Master wouldn't kill him, he 
remained afraid. 


“Good. So good,” His voice barely more than animalistic 
grunts in a low-pitched husk, the Master slurped and sucked 
as he held the boy’s neck 


Misha fought to remain standing as a frigid chill trickled 
down his spine. Unable to resist the lure of the macabre, he 
opened his eyes and gazed at the horror of his Master’s 
actions. As the Monster’s snout burrowed in to Misha’s 
chest, nipping at tender pieces of his muscle, he took 
himself to another place where he’d once been able to live 
in the sunshine, enjoying the delicious wonderful scents of 
summer and the forest around him. Enshrouded to nothing 
but the blackness of becoming, he was lost to the ancient 
practices they were now being forced to return to. 


“Ggggoooodddd...” Licking his lips, the monster snorted 
as he tipped his head down to gaze at the length of the boy. 
“You serve me well.” Palming Misha’s chest he dragged his 
razor sharp fingertips down through Misha’s flowing blood. 


Bringing the hand to his mouth he licked his fingers and 
sighed. 


Misha knew it was almost over. Almost. As he held his 
breath he heard the outer door open and a high-pitched 
scream. 


“Master. You wanted the girl?” 


Misha heard the other man’s voice and knew they were 
bringing a sacrifice. The girl wouldn’t survive but her blood 
would give his Master a bit of time as a human and all that 
he craved. 


“Yes,” the Master snarled. “Bring her to me.” 


As the blond was brought forward the thin sheet covering 
her body was ripped away. Whimpering, she stood staring at 
the scene with vacant eyes. Her entire body shaking, she 
was no longer the girl she’d been only hours before. 


“Very well, Misha. Return and heal and rest for a day. Put 
another call out and by the end of next week we'll have our 
need fulfilled.” 


As Misha nodded and backed away, his skin already 
starting to self-repair, he gazed upon the beautiful girl; 
somehow saddened she would never see the light of day 
again. When he closed the door he heard her scream as the 
monster took her brutally. 


Chapter Eight 





Jax wasn’t the detective tonight but a man hungering for 
more. Selecting charcoal linen pants and a tight white tee 
Shirt that hugged every curve of his sculpted chest, he 
gazed at his reflection and thought he looked much more 
like a sub. Wearing his hair long, he slicked it back and the 
change in his appearance was enough he might not be 
remembered immediately. His usual attire of jeans anda 
baggy shirt did nothing to show off his figure. Tonight he 
looked like a man hoping to find sex in any way he could. 
The act of shaving off his usual two-day stubble gave him a 
fresher look somehow. Not too bad for an old guy. 


Giving a final nod, he headed out the door just about as 
apprehensive as he could get. Yet he knew this was the only 
way. Aleks was right. There was no rhyme or reason now of 
what was happening and while the boy hadn’t been cut 
exactly, he bore the mark of the others. There was no doubt 
the killer was baiting, and Jax was more fearful than ever it 
was so much more about the sport of slaughtering than the 
need. But then again, the sick bastard had to be nuts. 
Profiling the case with Mike, he figured there had to be more 
than one person involved. Given the fact the boy weighed 
over two hundred pounds, there would have to be one, if not 
two people holding him while another tied. It was looking 
more and more like a revenge kill. Mike was checking the 
list of medieval weapons to find out if there was any 
possibility and right now Jax craved changing places with his 
partner. 


Talking with Congressman Bowen about Lindsay was on 
the back burner, but still the ugly thoughts nagged at him. 
As he drove to the club he checked his watch. Had he slept 
at all? Hell, he wasn’t sure any longer. 


Driving into the parking lot he noticed the place was 
packed, forcing him to back out and park on the street. He 
sat in the truck brushing his thumb across the steering 
wheel until he was able to calm his nerves. “Aleks is just a 
man, nothing else. He’s only a man who’s going to help.” 
Yeah, like saying the words out loud helped. 


As he moved toward the front door he could see the 
bouncers were the same ones as the other night. This would 
be an interesting test. While they looked him up and down, 
they said nothing and allowed him in. Jax stood staring at 
the inside of the club and felt none of the odd feelings from 
the night before. Instead the atmosphere was jazzed, yet a 
touch more relaxed as the group of patrons was simply back 
in their favorite club to party. As he brushed his hands 
through his hair, he swaggered toward the second bar, 
which would allow him much more of a view of the entire 
club. He ordered a gin and tonic and simply stood watching 
and waiting. Eyeing the crowd he couldn’t help but feel 
aroused by the frenetic energy of the same sex and 
heterosexual couples dancing and stroking heated bodies in 
a brazen fashion not caring who witnessed their hungers. 
Somehow the uninhibited activities were drawing him in, 
until his cock pressed against his linen pants almost 
painfully. Adjusting his crotch, he enjoyed the private show 
and smiled. 


Jax garnered more than one look tonight. There was 
something about being a sex object that troubled him and 
yet for once his senses were electric. While he tried to drink 
slowly, he found himself downing the first drink if for no 


other reason than to calm his nerves. Suddenly he was 
aware of a presence behind him. Cocking his head, he could 
see the man was checking him out from head to toe, from 
his steel-toed cowboy boots to the way his ass looked in the 
crisp linen. Like a lamb to the slaughter he heard the man 
lick his lips. 


“I see your drink is empty. Would you like another?” 


The rough and tumble voice held an interesting accent. 
“I'd love one.” Jax wasn’t very good at engaging in play but 
he knew the quickest way to get noticed was by indulging in 
a few heated conversations. 


“Good. Love to buy drinks for sexy men. I’m Walter.” 


“Jax.” 
“Delighted. Two more,” Walter held up his glass to the 
bartender. “What do you do, Jax?” 


“l'm a...well | work as a part time model and a private 
detective.” Jesus Christ where had that come from? 


“Model? That’s very exciting. Good for you. You have the 
looks and all over sense of style. Very sexy.” 


“Thank you. What do you do, Walter?” The name didn’t fit 
the chocolate skinned man who exuded sexuality. 


“Architect.” 


“Very nice.” Out of the corner of his eye Jax could see 
Aleks’ intense stare as he scanned the room finally locking 
eyes on Jax. There was something ominous about the man’s 
look, as if he was famished from desperation. 


“Would you like to dance?” 


The question caught Jax off guard. “Certainly.” As he 
followed Walter onto the already crowded dance floor, he 
could swear he could feel Aleks breath skating across the 
heat of his neck. Swallowing hard, he began gyrating back 
and forth to the music as he attempted to look interested. 
Almost unable to stomach the activity he smiled but there 
was something about dancing with this man that left him 
cold. They danced until the song switched and the almost 
erotic slow song was an instant draw, bringing other couples 
to the dance floor. Jax could tell Walter was growing more 
and more interested. 


“You with anyone?” Walter leaned in and whispered into 
Jax’ ear. Crowding closer he pushed Jax into a corner. Back 
and forth he swayed as he tipped his head back and gazed 
into Jax’ eyes. 


The act almost too intimate, Jax licked his lips. “Not really. 
| Know the owner but just thought I’d check out the 
reopening. | did a little modeling for him.” He realized his 
voice barely carried but he nodded to the picture over the 
bar hoping his admittance wasn’t a mistake. 


“Incredible picture. | love the way he’s captured you. | can 
see you're a fan of BDSM.” 


“Very much so.” 


“I know of some places we could go,” Walter said as he 
licked his lips. 


“I might like to explore,” Jax grinned. 


“Interesting. You’re a special guest of the blond God. Very 
nice, and the intimate relationship is good because I'd like 


to get to know you now that | know you enjoy what | do.” 
Palming Jax’ chest he slid his hand down slowly to Jax’ waist, 
fingering the waistband before inching down further to 
stroke Jax’ crotch. “I’m a very good teacher.” 


Sucking in his breath, Jax tried to maintain his composure, 
yet he wanted to reach out and rip the guy’s hand away. 
Trying in vain to move away he was stuck with a group of 
people solid behind him, keeping their heated bodies close 
together. 


As a hand wrapped around Jax’ neck and tugged him 
backward, Jax knew from the scent of the man who it was. 
Aleks. 


“| see you've arrived. | wasn’t sure you were coming,” 
Aleks purred and turned Jax around slowly. Brushing the 
strands of hair from Jax’ face, Aleks kept his eyes locked 
onto Walter as he slid his hand down Jax’ back and drew him 
in for a heated kiss. Pressing his tongue past Jax’ lips, he 
drank from the man, forcing their tongues together as Aleks 
swayed his hips back and forth grinding into Jax. 


Breathless and shaking, Jax sighed as the electric heat 
sparked between them. Dear God, the taste of the man 
embroiled him until he could barely see straight. 


When Aleks broke the kiss he lifted his head and nodded. 
“I have a few things | need to speak over with my protégé. 
You don’t mind of course?” 


“Not at all. Please.” Yet Walter’s clipped voice meant he 
did mind. 


“Jax, would you join me upstairs?” 


“Of course,” Jax smiled and pursed his lips. Unable to 
completely read Walter, yet he was able to tell the man was 
nothing more than out for the evening. Still, the 
performance and the kiss had garnered them several looks. 
The scene was set. He followed Aleks upstairs and waited 
until the man closed the door before he felt his body 
sagging. “Shit.” 


“Seems you are quite the actor.” 
“Acting is the word, Aleks.” 


“Fine. | sense you are here looking for me. What can | do 
for you?” Aleks smiled as his eyes traveled down the length 
of Jax. “Is this business or pleasure tonight, because if | 
didn’t know better I’d say pleasure given the stunning way 
you look.” 


“Don’t bait me. It’s business and you knew damn good 
and well I'd be back.” Jax cringed, yet the scent of the man 
alone was enough to drive him wild. 


“Fine Jax. Have it your way. Your actions indicate you 
understand more about the needs of these clubs you were 
asking about. Is there something else that’s happened?” 
Aleks took a long swig of his drink and slammed the glass 
down on top of his desk. 


Jax hesitated. He could lose more than his badge for 
bringing the man in but he had no choice. “This is very 
difficult for me. You need to know this.” 


“Personally or professionally?” 


“Both.” Snapping his head, he locked eyes with Aleks and 
for some reason could feel his control waning. Yet he had to 
move forward with this. 


Aleks studied him for a time before he spoke. “All right. | 
can see that. What is it that you need, Jax?” 


“I want into the clubs. It’s the only way. There’s been 
another murder and | fear it’s escalating. There’s something 
going on that is too similar to the previous case and I’m 
getting very nervous. | swear to God it’s like someone is 
baiting me, perhaps us.” 


“Well that’s about as honest as you’ve been with me and 
there’s no doubt you’re right. You need to tell me everything 
you know in order for me not only to help you, but to guide 
you as well. You also need to fully understand that you can’t 
handle these clubs by yourself. There is no way. They would 
quite frankly eat you alive. You do understand this, correct?” 


Jax knew exactly what he was saying, but the admittance 
was terribly difficult. “Yes, | do but we have to establish a 
set of rules.” 


“Rules?” 


Looking him directly in the eye Jax moved forward. “Very 
clear rules.” 


“Very well, detective. Talk to me.” 


Jax eyed the closed door. “I have a distinct feeling we’re 
dealing with a revenge type serial killer. As you well know 
the city government and the senate are trying to shut down 
the very type of club you’re operating and the father of the 
first victim has many enemies. That being said, the kills are 
horrific and while | initially thought the wounds were caused 
by perhaps an animal of some sort, as if our killer kept wild 
pets, there is metal in the wounds so | think we have a very 
creative murderer or murderers on our hands.” 


“Interesting, detective. | can tell there’s many more 
thoughts you have and | suspect you’re not willing to tell 
your partner.” 


Gazing into Aleks’ eyes he could see the man was clearly 
baiting him. “There are markings similar to the carvings 
from the other kills. I’m worried we have a copycat.” 


Aleks sighed and took another long sip of his drink. “What 
else?” 


“What do you mean what else?” 


“Detective, Jax, in order for us to be able to work together 
in a scenario in which not only you place your trust in me 
physically, but emotionally, then you need to tell me 
everything.” 


Jax opened and closed his mouth. The bastard had him by 
the balls. “I think I’m being goaded and | think the killer is 
tracking me.” 


Aleks sauntered from behind his desk and sat on the edge. 
“Why do you say that?” 


“Because | had a visitor at my house the other night. | felt 
it initially like | Know when you’re trying to get in touch with 
me, but this time it was different.” He could tell by the look 
on Aleks face that this slip of information had caught him 
completely off guard. 


“Who?” 
“I don’t know. But the warning was clear.” 


“Warning?” 


Jax nodded. “A phone call. She was very concerned.” 


Aleks snarled. “As | told you before, there are many who 
would thwart what we have and our powers. It’s time for 
you to understand. It’s time for you to believe.” 


Jax held out his hand. “This is about a murder 
investigation. Nothing more. Do you understand me? While | 
realize you and | have a burning connection and one that in 
all honestly terrifies me, | can’t handle it right now. 
Whatever is happening is going to continue and for 
whatever Goddamn fucking hell you have to do with it, I’m 
going to wrestle through this. You hinder the investigation 
and | will arrest you.” 


Aleks narrowed his eyes and said nothing for several 
minutes. When he spoke his voice was raspy. “I do 
understand and completely respect your position, but you 
have never respected mine. I’m not a man no matter what 
you think. | was a man once and yet you know this and 
fight. Fine. | understand you need your level of humanity 
and | will respect that but hear me, you and | will talk after 
this case. We will come to terms with what and who you are. 
Now, you need help. You need into this secret club. Yes?” 


Jax nodded. “Yes. And | understand from what you told me 
earlier the entrance will be difficult but it has to happen, so 
how can we make it happen?” 


Aleks tipped his head back. “You must act as if you 
hunger. You must act as if you can’t live without.” 


“Fine. I'll do it.” 


“You must act as if you will never take anything else.” 


“I said fine. l'Il do it. How do we accomplish this?” Jax 
hissed through clenched teeth. 


Closing the distance he stood within six inches of Jax. “You 
must become my slave.” 


While he knew the words were coming, it didn’t make 
them any easier. Swallowing hard, Jax sucked in his breath. 
“Tell me what | need to do.” 


Aleks closed his eyes. “The other night there were 
watchers here. You felt them as | did. They want to see what 
you will do, what we will do. While I’m not certain they 
understand what you truly mean to the future of my people, 
they are completely aware of what you mean to me. And 
they are completely aware of your tendencies. We must act 
on them in such a way that they hunger to see and feel 
more. Our only hope is to figure out what they are trying to 
achieve before they put all the pieces together. Believe me 
or not, but I’ve used what limited powers | do have to cloak 
your true meaning. That will change as your needs grow.” 


“Cut the crap, Aleks.” 


“Your arrogance could get us both terminated. Do you 
understand what has to happen?” 


Terminated? The word alone was enough. Tremors raced 
down his spine but he stood tall and nodded. “Yes.” 


“Do you, detective? Do you understand the taste you had 
of the lifestyle earlier will be nothing like what you have 
during this period? Do you understand that gone is your 
holier than thou attitude about this lifestyle and your 
attitude period? Do you understand that when | slap the 
collar around your neck you no longer have any choices? Do 
you?” 


Hearing the words not only sent terror through Jax’ 
system, but also hunger unlike any he’d ever known. 
Blinding and yet unrestrictive terror enveloped him until his 
mouth was suddenly bone dry. “I do. What do | need to do?” 


Aleks locked eyes with him for several minutes until he 
shook his head. “You have no clue.” 


“Teach me, then.” 


Aleks turned and issued a single growl. “You could kill both 
of us.” 


“| thought you couldn’t be killed?” 


“Don’t pretend to know me and become the fool you so 
worry about. Damn it, there are forces swirling around us, 
and your precious little city that can’t be controlled, and yet 
you play detective. You either accept or don’t, but I will not 
be taken for a fool. Is that clear?” 


The dark tone sent a series of shivers dancing into Jax’ 
body. “Yes.” 


Aleks snarled as he jerked the glass up from the desk and 
polished off his drink. “Then it begins. | can feel we have 
little time. Tonight | show you some things that quite 
possibly will turn you away, but you must learn the protocol 
or you could lose your life. Are you prepared?” 


il am.” 


Laughing, Aleks turned around to face him. “I doubt you 
are but it will be my pleasure guiding you into this world and 
one you so crave. Understand this, if you do not perform as 
you are required and as taught by me many could die 
including you. Understood?” 


There was something about his warning that Jax 
understood as if for the first time. His heart thumped in his 
chest, forcing his legs to quake. A small tick appeared in the 
corner of his mouth and as he tried to calm his raging 
nerves, he nodded. “I do.” 


“Will you trust me with your life?” 


Opening and closing his mouth, Jax had to look away as he 
garnered his strength. “Yes, | will.” 


“Then look at me.” 
Jax hesitated. 
“| said, look at me. Now!” 


Jax lifted his head and gazed into Aleks’ eyes. They 
emitted not only a slice of evil, but one of raw power. 


“Very well. | see conviction in your eyes. That’s a good 
place to start. We begin your training tonight, as | feel there 
are many surrounding us that are looking for more. If we’re 
very lucky we'll have an invitation to a very special club by 
tomorrow. Keep something in mind. Once you enter into the 
new life, there is no turning back until this is done. Do you 
understand?” 


Jax closed his eyes briefly as he allowed his mind to fully 
accept what Aleks was saying. When he was finally able to 
open them, he knew the answer without question. “Yes.” 


“Good. And so it begins.” 


“How do we do this?” Jax asked finally, after accepting the 
fact. Beads of sweat trickled down his spine and for a 
minute he could barely breathe. 


“I’m going to show you something that few see, the 
private areas of the club. The others seeing you with me will 
begin to understand that you belong to me. However, you 
must follow my lead. And I expect you to be completely 
subservient. Fortunately since you are new as a man with 
me, they will understand you are very new to the scene. 
Granted, they'll suspect something, which is why you have 
to play your part well. Period. You were seen dancing with 
another and that might not bode well. We shall see. One 
thing is very clear. Our actions tonight will simply put the 
feelers out. We'll see just how hungry these people are.” 


“You think the club owners are here?” 


Aleks chuckled. “You don’t realize how well connected this 
society is. They are very secretive in a sense and very well 
versed on the players and non-players. That’s why I’m 
telling you that you must act accordingly or they'll know. 
You smell like a cop and while your appearance is different 
enough this evening that | anticipate your cover could be 
maintained, you still smell like a cop.” 


“Then how can | pass?” Jax hissed. This wasn’t going to be 
easy. 


Aleks walked to a cabinet and pulled out another snifter. 
Filling both with a dark liquid he handed the glass to Jax. “| 
studied with a Master Dom years ago even before Durac 
came into my life. | was a struggling young man with few 
places to go, or so | thought. | had no idea what | wanted to 
do in life so I traveled a bit before | was to settle down. My 
family wasn’t happy but | had to see the world. | ended up in 
the orient where | learned the arts.” 


“The arts?” 


“Surely Jax you don’t believe that becoming a Dom or 
deciding to be a sub or slave to someone is either an easy 
undertaking or done without training?” 


Jax had read enough to know he was curious. “Trust and 
control.” 


“That is correct but there’s so much more. | had a woman 
who was much older than | and in truth she helped me 
understand the correct ways to please a woman and a man. 
| was her lover for almost a year and during those several 
months she taught me many things, including the art of 
pain and pleasure. | was her sub during that period of time 
and understood the value of obeying and of control. She 
was a Strict taskmaster and her methods were somewhat 
unorthodox, but very effective.” 


Jax took a sip of his drink and shook his head. 


“Which surprises you more, dear Jax? The thought | was a 
submissive or the fact | had a female lover?” 


“I guess both. Did you enjoy the time?” But he’d 
suspected Aleks and Felicity were more hot and heavy than 
Aleks cared to admit. The man was an interesting 
dichotomy. 


Aleks swirled the drink and sighed. “I realized | was more 
of a dominator and also learned that pain can be inflicted 
either in anger or in a controlled fashion. | chose after the 
experience to learn more, reading everything | could get my 
hands on and yes, | experimented more until | returned to 
my normal life.” 


“Your normal life? I’m not sure | want to hear.” 


“Well, you may think of me as a monster, but | assure you 
| was...happy once.” 


Jax could see a haunting reflection in Aleks’ eyes. “The 
pain you were telling me about before?” 


“Yes. The story will be for another time. We must work 
together now, completely together.” 


Jax could see the far away look in Aleks’ eyes. They both 
had so much locked away. Rubbing his forehead, he fought 
his own inner demons. Dreams and nightmares were with 
him and had been for years, but lately they’d escalated to 
the point he thought he was going mad. “This is going to be 
very difficult on me. When Amanda saw the pictures of you 
and | together, she was devastated. | didn’t intend to hurt 
her...or destroy her.” 


“Jax, | Saw something in you that transcends what most 
humans can feel. You long for something else in your life. 
We all have fantasies but few act on them, especially the 
darker ones. You must search your inner soul and grasp 
what you hunger so desperately for. Whether you believe in 
what I know to be your destiny or not, you haven’t been 
happy in love or with sex. What you allowed yourself to 
indulge in with me, case in point or not, was the real you. If 
you can face that fact then you will not only be able to work 
through this case, but find the soul you seek. For now you 
must simply follow and obey me. What you will see and 
what | will ask you to do is not to be questioned. | won’t 
harm you but I will hurt you.” 


Somehow the words were a blurry echo and yet Jax did 
understand the meaning. Flinching he nodded. “I 
understand.” 


“We shall see. Finish your drink and allow me to show you 
my world. One other word of caution l'Il give you. What you 
see here stays here, and I’m going to trust you with my 
business and with the secrecy of my patrons. If you betray 
me | will destroy you in ways you can only imagine. Is this 
clear?” 


Jax shivered. “Crystal.” 


“Good.” Finishing his drink, Aleks set the glass down and 
nodded. “Then allow your mind to open to the ways of the 
world.” Closing the distance he stood in front of Jax. “You 
have no idea how much | desire you and | know you crave 
what we experienced together. Enjoy.” Wrapping his hand 
around the back of Jax’ neck, Aleks pulled him closer until 
their lips were just brushing. “You belong to me.” Growling, 
he captured Jax’ mouth, pressing his tongue past Jax’ lips 
until their tongues entwined. 


Jax struggled in his arms as if by instinct but slowly he 
succumbed at the realization not only of what he was facing 
and must do, but that there was longing in his body and 
mind. As he palmed Aleks chest he sighed and closed his 
heart, yet his blood raced though his system sending a 
series of tremors thrashing through his body. Suddenly on 
fire, need swept him until he was left dizzy. 


As Aleks broke the kiss he cocked his head and allowed his 
gaze to remain locked on Jax’ eyes. “Touch me.” 


“What?” 


Aleks shook his head and snarled. “You must not hesitate. 
Touch me.” 


His handing shaking, Jax slid it between his legs and 
cupped Aleks’ crotch, caressing gently. 


Slapping his hand over Jax’, he narrowed his eyes as he 
squeezed both their hands around his cock. “When | ask you 
to do something you do it with at least obedience and act 
like you know what you’re doing.” 


Jax nodded. 
“Answer me,” Aleks hissed. 


Swallowing hard Jax squeezed again and sighed as a 
trickle of desire oozed through his body. “Yes, sir.” 


“Better. Show me your cock.” 


Tilting his head to one side, Jax stood straight and sucked 
in his breathe. “Yes, sir.” Fumbling with his zipper he 
unfastened and lifted out his dick, only mildly surprised he 
was semi-erect. 


Aleks gazed into his eyes and then walked in a complete 
circle around Jax before sliding the tip of a finger down the 
side of Jax’ face to his neck and down his chest. “You will be 
touched. You will be tasted and you will be asked to taste. 
And you will say yes.” Inching his hand down, he raked his 
nail up and down the length of Jax’ stiffening dick. “Is that 
understood?” 


Jax hissed but said nothing yet his fists clenched open and 
closed. “Yes, sir.” 


“Hmmm...” Aleks eased his hand around Jax’ shaft and 
stroked as he leaned forward and brushed his lips across 
Jax’ neck. “You’re hard and hungry.” 


“I’m... Yes, sir.” 


“Well Jax, we’ll see if you can take it. Come with me.” 


Jax exhaled. His hand shaking, he pushed his cock back 
into his pants. 


Aleks gave him a heated stare and licked his finger. 


Jax watched, trying to control his heart rate as Aleks 
opened the door. He slid the tips of his fingers across his 
mouth and held the kiss, tasting remnants of a rich spice. 
Swallowing hard, he moved toward the door, his gait jerky. 
There was something so mesmerizing about the man and 
yet Jax couldn’t put his finger on why. As his heart raced, he 
knew he was going to lose all self-control. 


Aleks led him to a small elevator. Inserting a key into a 
lock, he twisted it until the door opened. “Detective.” 


Jax sighed as he stepped inside and closed his eyes. The 
Space was barely large enough to hold four people and the 
claustrophobic effects were not unseen by Aleks. As Jax felt 
the man’s hand on his shoulder he let his breath escape. 


“Breath, Jax. We’re simply going to the fifth floor. Simply 
allow yourself to let go and trust me.” 


When the elevator stopped and the door opened, for some 
reason he felt a sense of relief. Of course he’d known about 
the other rooms, but as Aleks glided down the back hall 
deep into the boughs of darkness he shivered. Up ahead he 
could see a warm glow as if they were heading for the 
beginning of another world. There was something not only 
intriguing but, erotically serene about the setting. Opening 
his mouth he wanted to ask so many questions but not only 
was unsure of what was appropriate, he was somehow 
terrified of the answers. As his eyes adjusted to the dim 
lighting, he struggled to hear any sound from the rooms 
ahead. Only the clipping of their heels on the tile floor and 
his rapidly beating heart could be heard. 


“We're almost to our destination,” Aleks whispered, the 
tone full of a sensual husk. 


Jax could just make out an oversized set of double doors 
at the end of the hall surrounded by what appeared to be 
torch style lamps, fake wicks flickering in the non-existing 
breeze. The closer they got the more his apprehension grew. 
Looking over his shoulder, he had the distinct feeling they 
were being followed but as he stared into the blackness only 
shifting shadows illuminated by the soft hue could be seen. 
He inhaled deeply and steeled his nerves. 


Aleks placed his hand on the doorknob and gazed at Jax, 
“Again, privacy and anonymity is what we offer. Even some 
of our customers remain masked because of fear of 
retribution. You are not to speak unless spoken to and as the 
requirements of my slave you are not to look any of them 
directly in the eyes. You belong to me and you will do 
nothing to garner attention. You may be touched and tasted 
as is the custom, and since no one has seen me with 
another, you will be scrutinized. Do not embarrass me.” 


The threat was real although veiled behind the man’s 
smooth character, and a tremor of fear sliced through Jax. 
Nodding, he looked down and while the move was more out 
of reverence to Aleks’ position in the club, he also 
understood his requirements as a Slave. A slave. The very 
word was both thrilling and damning. 


As Aleks opened the doors, it was as if Pandora’s box was 
being shown to Jax for the first time. His eyes opened wide 
as he scanned the room. For some reason the interior itself 
was not at all what he’d expected. While the expansive 
Space was still a mere glow of warm lighting, accentuated 
by torches and candles flickering throughout the room, the 
leather furniture, demur rugs and ornately designed tables 


reminded him of an upper scale posh club that could be 
located in any-town in the USA. He glanced at the bar and 
his eyes opened wide. The petite and impeccably dressed 
female bartender seemed completely out of character. 


“| can see your surprise. | assure you there are more 
provocative rooms flanking the reception area. This is 
merely a place for relaxation and for getting to know each 
other. You see, Masters often trade their subs for a taste and 
even a night of pleasure. Bartering, in a sense, is done of 
course but no money is exchanged. Take a look around you. 
Tell me what you see.” 


Jax wasn’t entirely sure how to answer the question. There 
wasn’t a particular class or color of the members engaging 
in various stages of discussions and while he could certainly 
tell some of the subs from the masters given collars and 
leashes, the ratio wasn’t exact. Men and women filtered 
through the space laughing and talking as if attending a 
vanilla cocktail party. “Professionals.” 


“Very good, Jax. What else?” Aleks pushed Jax gently 
inside until he was able to close the door. The slight noise 
caused several people to look in their direction. 


Suddenly self conscious, he lowered his eyes as required 
and realized his left foot was tapping involuntarily. “They’re 
everyday people.” 


“Yes, with very special needs. For all those who don’t know 
any better they simply think we’re a group of weirdos who 
fashion themselves by carrying whips and chains when the 
truth is, the range is everything from doctors and lawyers to 
housewives and teachers. The ones who crave submitting 
are usually very much in charge in their everyday life and 
long to give up the reins. They find solace in a partner who 


craves the level of control only achieved in this type of 
relationship. One finds the other, Jax, and they enter into a 
contract and some for life.” 


“Well, well, slumming it are we Aleksandr? For what do we 
owe the honor of your presence this evening?” 


Jax tipped his head only briefly before looking away. Every 
part of his will was fighting this strange feeling that 
enveloped his body. While he didn’t recognize the man even 
his momentary glance told Jax the man had money. From his 
exquisitely tailored suit to the large ring on his finger, he 
dripped of money. Following behind him was a beautiful 
young woman who had to be barely twenty-five. 


“Charles. You always do make me smile. | haven’t had a 
treat to share with you recently as I’ve been away on 
business. | thought I’d make an appearance with my pet. 
Say hello, Jackson,” Aleks purred as he stroked the back of 
Jax’ hair allowing his fingers to run through the long strands. 


Clenching his fists, Jax lifted his head slowly and nodded. 
Play-acting was not his forte. “Hello, sir.” 


“He must be a very new,” Charles smiled and rubbed the 
tip of his finger across the seam of his mouth. “Very sexy 
though.” 


“Yes. He’s very new to the lifestyle and yet I’ve tasted his 
offerings. He is very trainable. | will take my time with this 
one.” 


“Hmmm... | can see why. May I, Master Aleks?” Charles 
asked, his eyes twinkling. 


“AS my guest, please.” Aleks pushed Jax forward.” | hope 
you find the hospitality of the evening to your liking.” 


“Yes, very much so. | am so pleased the club has re- 
opened. My sweet slave and | have been missing engaging 
in fresh activities. There are so many misguided clubs out 
there.” Charles walked around Jax in a full circle. “Very nice. 
Muscular without being too brawny.” Taking a single finger 
he lifted Jax’ chin. 


Jax bristled by instinct and pursed his lips, his eyes 
flashing. 


Charles chuckled. “I see you haven’t broken his spirit.” 


“I have had little time for training yet but that’s about to 
change. Unfortunately as you can imagine | can’t do much 
of that in my own club. Our combined tastes are much 
darker than the vanilla laced kink | serve here,” Aleks 
sighed. 


Jax knew what he was doing and had to give the man 
credit. 


“Hmmm... | would love to offer to help you but sadly | 
have business out of the country leaving early next week.” 
Sliding his hand down Jax’ neck, he felt both sides before 
brushing his hand down further to cup his chest muscles. 


Jax resisted saying anything, but he clenched his fist and 
held his breath as he swayed back and forth. 


“|I understand and appreciate the thought. l'Il find a 
location. You’re very right in there are such few clubs of this 
nature.” Aleks gripped the back of Jax’ neck, holding him 
still. 


“Few legitimate ones will be here this time next year if our 
illustrious government has anything to say about it,” 
Charles chortled as he moved his hand further down Jax’ 


chest to his waist. “Long legs. He’s a very sturdy specimen. 
May I continue touching?” 


Jax caught the glimpse and shoved his disgust aside as 
the man felt between his legs, cupping and massaging Jax’ 
cock and balls. 


Aleks chuckled. “He’s been very pleasing to me and the 
man has an almost perfect mouth.” 


“Yes, indeed, very nice. | must tell you Aleks that when | 
return | would love to consider using him for a night in 
perhaps an exchange. My Isadora is quite skilled with her 
mouth as well.” Charles nodded to the young woman. 


“The idea is well worth exploring. Call me when you 
return, and thank you for saying hello. I’m going to allow 
him to mingle a little bit before my duties call. | would like to 
have some time with my treat alone,” Aleks eased Jax back 
and nodded. 


“Indeed. Let’s go. We have some discipline to attend to,” 
As Charles guided the girl away he gave Jax a knowing look. 


Jax exhaled, his voice barely audible “Interesting man,” He 
kept his head lowered but watched as others were finally 
looking toward them. 


“The man is a pig and a sadist. The girl will be black and 
blue by the end of the night from the whippings she 
receives at the hands of many, and yet she'll beg for more. 
She is a true pain freak and has found the Master of her 
dreams. | do not like either kind. What | do know about 
Charles Billingham is he’s very well connected in the darker 
clubs. It was simply a stroke of luck he’s here tonight. 
Something like your ‘keeping up with the Jones’. Normally 
he wouldn’t enter this club unless others are shut down. 


Trust me the man has one too many secrets but Felicity 
allowed him free rein.” 


Somehow Aleks words surprised him. “Interesting.” 
“ĮI fear he will challenge me later with you.” 
“I'll be ready.” 


“There is no way you could be,” As Aleks led him further 
inside he emitted a single growl, the sound barely audible. 
“We have created quite a stir already.” 


Jax caught fleeting glimpses of the crowd and indeed they 
were being scrutinized as if they were fresh meat. 


“Interesting to see you here, Aleks but you bring lovely 
eye candy and he’s such a pretty boy, very much unlike 
others I’ve seen you with. Then again, you’ve been alone 
lately, haven’t you? Care to allow him to play?” 


Aleks eyed the woman with disdain. “Stacy, you and | both 
know you don’t enjoy the company of men. If you did then 
perhaps you and | would have indulged in our combined 
dark fantasies.” 


“Well done, Aleks. It’s difficult to cage our lovely Stacy.” 


“Thank you, Michael. | certainly didn’t mean to interrupt 
the night. | simply wanted to show my pet my place of 
business,” Aleks gazed down the length of Jax, his eyes 
clearly showing his level of dominance. 


“A caged pet perhaps and one who needs discipline? Why 
that’s for my little slave girl here. Aleks darling, you know 
the only way to truly show your new boy what you do is to 
allow him to experience a session first hand. It would be a 


great honor to help you with this endeavor,” Stacy cooed as 
she pressed the tip of her finger into her mouth suckling as 
she narrowed her eyes. “Of course we all would like to see 
you engage with your pet, wouldn’t we? Shame. He isn’t 
even wearing a collar. How do we truly know he belongs to 
you?” 


The words a blatant challenge, Jax could clearly tell Aleks 
was beyond pissed and yet seeing the look on the woman’s 
face was interesting. She was clearly goading Aleks for a 
reason. As she turned her heated and rather angry gaze in 
Jax’ direction she smiled. 


“And | can tell he needs complete training,” Stacy hissed. 
“You do yourself a disservice bringing one so green into this 
location when we are required to prove more than just 
authenticity before being allowed to engage. | for one am 
curious to see your response.” 


“Dear, why are you testing our host?” Michael laughed. 


“Because he and Felicity created the rules, Michael and 
ones we must all play by,” Charles cooed. “A challenge, our 
Russian friend. As we have never seen you with one and 
while your pictures are quite entertaining they are merely 
glimpses into the art. Will you indulge us in showing that 
you are truly one of us?” 


Jax swallowed hard and could read Aleks’ thought easily 
enough. While the realization that he could indeed read 
Aleks, the shifting dark thoughts racing through Aleks mind 
were much worse. 


“The correct question is, can you?” Stacy smiled and lifted 
her glass. 


Chapter Nine 


Aleks was filled with rage. He knew what they were doing 
and while he’d expected and even anticipated a level of 
challenge this was going too far. Still, he’d purposely stayed 
away from the rooms for the year he’d been involved with 
Dark Towers. Owners did not participate nor did they poach 
and he’d never given the members any reason to challenge 
him until now. But he’d known no other way to bring the 
players out into the fold. What he hadn’t told Jax was that 
the word was already on the streets about the deaths of the 
girl in particular and information that the cops were getting 
antsy. He knew for a fact some of the fringe type clubs were 
laying low. So tonight, certain members were no doubt in 
the fold. There were too many people in the room to not 
accept the challenge and yet this would drag Jax completely 
into the lifestyle with no choices and zero training. This had 
to be played very carefully. He could smell something evil 
lurking in the room. 


“Well? We’re waiting? | realize you don’t have the lovely 
Felicity to play with any longer so perhaps she held the reins 
more than we understood,” Stacy’s dark laughter filtered 
throughout the room. 


Aleks held in his anger but the tips of his fangs erupted 
and he fought losing control. The woman always enjoyed 
playing but tonight she had no clue how close she was to 
learning about complete control. She was so unlike what 
Felicity enjoyed. 


“Come, my dear. We are guests here!” Michael 
admonished. 


“I understand sweet Michael you always had a particular 
issue with taking full control. Isn’t that why you consider 
yourself more of a switch, darling?” 


“How dare you!” Michael snapped. 


Aleks held up his hand. “Enough. | don’t normally play. You 
are very correct, but since Felicity’s been gone on an 
extended leave it allowed me the opportunity to garner a 
new pet. | have no intentions of crashing your party. | 
merely wanted to...” 


“A weakness after all, Aleks. Very interesting.” Stacy held 
up her glass to the bartender. 


“Aleks. May | simply suggest a teaser so to speak,” 
Charles offered. “This is a night of celebration after all.” 


Aleks sighed. “That’s right it is a night of celebration.” 


“Then indulge us and | assure you I'll never challenge you 
again,” Stacy purred. 


Aleks gazed at Jax and tried to convey his thoughts. You 
must not react at all to what will happen. l'Il explain later. 
“Fine. It’s only fair. What would you suggest?” 


“Hmmm... have your boy take off his shirt before | 
decide.” Stacy smiled as she drank her wine, giving Aleks a 
harsh glare. 


Aleks had barely given the woman any thought but Felicity 
told him many times she was quite the tiger in disguise. 


There was no doubt she wanted something. But what was 
it? “As you wish. Jackson.” 


Jax gave him a haunted look before dropping his gaze and 
fumbling with the buttons on his shirt. “Yes, sir.” 


“Come now. If you’ve shared anything with Aleks, then you 
are well aware of his particular proclivities or should | say 
Supposed proclivities.” Chuckling, Stacy gave Aleks a curt 
nod. 


Aleks knew at one time she and Felicity had been lovers 
and the anger remained as to why the relationship ended. 
He’d made a huge mistake not asking Felicity why. Her 
challenge was more than interesting and one he hadn’t 
anticipated. Perhaps Jax’ notions were right on the money. 
“While he is new to me he is quite skilled.” 


Charles moved behind Stacy as he kept his gaze locked to 
Aleks. “So we’ve been told. With his mouth.” 


Jax removed his shirt and dropped it to the floor. 


“Even better without clothes, would love to see him 
completely naked. Very nice indeed,” Charles hissed. 


“Indeed. At times | wish | were interested in men. Well 
built and | bet hung like a horse?” Her laughter sparkled 
across the room. “Good with his mouth, eh?” As a wry grin 
crossed her face she inhaled and licked her lips. “Then | 
know exactly what he will do. If you have him trained then 
he knows the correct way to suck a man.” 


“Yes, of course.” Unfortunately Aleks knew where this was 
going. “I’m not interested in engaging in sexual activities as 
| have a club to run tonight.” 


“Why Aleks. | don’t mean you. | mean...perhaps Charles 
here,” Stacy tipped her head back and laughed. 


“Such a wicked girl, Stacy and | so approve.” Charles 
finished the rest of his drink and walked back to the bar. 
“It’s been a long time since I’ve had a man suck me dry.” 


Jax shivered visibly and opened his mouth. 


Aleks snapped his head to glare at him. “This is not for 
you to decide, Jackson. You are here to obey me or you'll be 
punished severely and in truth, I’m in no mood for 
insolence.” 


“Ooohhh...the big he man comes out after all. | was 
wondering if you were all talk and flash but perhaps...” 


Giving her a harsh glare Aleks shook his head. 


“I can see I’ve thrown you off guard today. Should I say I’m 
sorry? But it’s a simple request and not unlike ones you’ve 
made in the past?” Rubbing the flat of her hand down Jax’ 
back she reached his buttocks. “Granted flogging what I’m 
sure to be a very sexy ass would be tasty but | can clearly 
see he’s not ready for all of that. But then again, neither are 
you?” 


“Games and riddles, Stacy. As you have been a long- 
standing member of this club l'Il indulge in your request, 
however you will not ridicule me again in front of the guests 
or | will have you thrown out. Do you understand me?” Aleks 
was seething. Whatever her game was, he wasn’t in the 
mood and yet she knew exactly where to stick the knife. 


“Very well, Aleks and point well made. Charles, where 
would you like to receive your treat?” Stacy asked as she 
patted Jax on the ass. 


Jax shifted forward and stole a glance at Aleks, his eyes 
full of fury. 


Aleks gave him a hard look and shook his head. 


“Let’s see. | think I’d like to be comfortable. Perhaps the 
comfy leather chair over here. A fresh drink, a new boy to 
play with and nothing but a wonderful evening ahead. Go 
stand in the corner my little pet girl and wait your turn.” 


As the girl obeyed moving toward the back of the room, 
Charles sat down. Placing his drink on the side table, he 
unceremoniously unfastened his pants. Licking his lips he 
beckoned to Jax and grinned. “What are you waiting for, 
boy? Perhaps Aleks you need to remind your slave he is to 
obey without question.” 


“He is well aware of his requirements, Charles. You know 
as well as the other Masters in this room he only goes at my 
command,” Shifting in front of Jax he could tell the man was 
ready to lose it. Leaning forward he pressed his lips against 
Jax’ as he allowed his hands to travel down his naked back. 
Easing back he nipped Jax’ lower lip and grunted. “Do as 
requested and make the man happy or l'Il be forced to 
punish you later.” He remained in front of Jax, allowing him 
time to understand neither had a choice and in truth this 
was a requirement of the lifestyle. 


“Yes, sir,” Jax hissed. 


“Aleks, is there a problem?” Stacy asked, an acid tone 
lacing her voice. 


“No problem, just enjoying my slave. Go and make me 
proud.” He pushed Jax and cringed but knew there was not 
only no other way but there was something kinky and 
desirable about seeing the moment of engagement. 


As if understanding his place, Jax dropped to his knees, 
lowered his head and remained unmoving, waiting for a 
command from his Master. 


“Oh come here, boy. | truly won’t bite you.” Tugging Jax 
forward, he gave Aleks a harsh stare. “If he belonged to me 
I'd have him shackled to the cross for days for his 
impetuous behavior.” 


“But | am not a cruel Master as you are,” The words harsh, 
Aleks willed Jax to find the strength. How in the hell would 
they be able to pass given his terror? 


Seconds ticked by as Jax sat still and then just as the 
crowd grew restless he closed the distance, placed his 
knees together and cupped Charles’ cock in his hands, 
wrapping one around the base and the other cupping the 
man’s balls. Squeezing the sac, Jax rolled them between his 
fingers before dipping his head and taking the tip of Charles 
cock into his mouth. Sucking, he went down slowly on the 
man’s shaft. 
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Aleks watched Jax suck the man with an interesting mix of 
emotions flowing through him. Normally there was no act of 
sex that bothered him in any way, and yet seeing the man 
he’d longed for and the one who did indeed belong to him 
suck and lick another man was not in any way pleasing. In 
truth, anger boiled within him and he gazed at Stacy, who 
was obviously enjoying the dichotomy of having won a 
round against him. Hissing, he dragged his tongue across 
his fangs and walked toward the bar. 


“God, he’s not bad. l'Il give you that,” Charles said and 
grabbed Aleks’ arm as he walked by. “A little harder, boy. 
You need to at least pretend you enjoy sucking a man’s 
cock.” 


As Charles shifted and forced the entire length of his dick 
into Jax’ mouth, Jax tensed and a single gagging noise 
erupted from his lips. 


Jax stopped briefly and then seemed to re-gain his 
composure, going up and down the length of the man’s 
shaft as he pumped the base, his hand wrapped tightly 
around Charles’ cock. 


Aleks jerked free from the hold and cruised to the bar. 
“Bourbon neat and make it a double.” As the sounds of sex 
filled the air he shook his head and waited. The moment the 
drink arrived he could hear Charles release. He closed his 
eyes and gripped the glass tightly until he knew the 
pressure was enough to force the glass to break. 


“Be careful, Aleksandr. It’s obvious you care for him more 
than you should. | tend to wonder whether he’s your slave 
or your lover, but | understand your angst. There are ways 
of helping if you’re prepared.” 


As Aleks gazed into Michael’s eyes he could tell the man 
was hiding something and in turn trying to tell him more 
than he needed to know. He turned and caught the look on 
Jax’ face, trepidation and loathing. “I’d be interested in 
hearing.” 


Michael Shelton remained a man of mystery and always 
came in under the radar. As he scanned the man he could 
tell there was indeed something more than curious about 
him, from his raging pulse to his kicked up libido. Michael 
wasn’t just turned on sexually he hungered for something 
more vile. As soon as Aleks grasped the thought, it was 
gone. 


“There are certain members of your fine establishment 
who would enjoy helping train him but the cost might be a 


pretty penny,” Swirling his drink, Michael gazed toward 
Charles and smiled before leaning in toward Aleks. “Besides, 
| don’t think you honestly want a pig to continue 
manhandling your pup, do you?” 


Aleks turned and watched as Charles grunted. He nodded 
in reverence as he sipped his drink. “Yes. Well again, I’ve 
had little time to engage with him. l'Il keep your offer in 
mind.” 


Michael chuckled. “Always the cautious man. Afraid your 
boy won’t survive?” 


Aleks could easily tell it was enough of a veiled threat his 
hackles were raised, but he backed down and lifted his 
glass. “We'll talk.” Easing over toward Jax, he gazed down at 
Charles with a mixture of disdain and anger and yet he 
refused to allow his thoughts to show. “I trust he was 
satisfying?” 


Charles huffed as he pushed against Jax. “He has strong 
jaw muscles but he’s green. You need to spend more time 
with him.” 


Jax rose to his feet and wiped his mouth. His body 
trembling he kept his eyes closed. 


“I plan on it, Charles,” And Aleks could easily tell Jax was 
fighting speaking. Easing his hand across Jax’ face, he 
brushed the strands of damp hair from the man’s face and 
sighed. “You pleased me tonight. Come. Allow us to finish 
our celebration of the club opening in private.” 


“Yes, Master,” Jax’ resigned voice trembled. As he picked 
up his shirt from the floor he flicked a look around the room. 


“Careful, pet. Know your place,” Aleks could clearly see 
just how much they were being scrutinized. This move could 
prove to be costly. And unfortunately he could smell evil in 
the room. There was more than one betrayer. 
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Jax couldn’t get the taste out of his mouth no matter what 
he did. The two stiff drinks after the wretched event did 
nothing but fuel his anger. As he opened the car door and 
spat onto the street, stomach acid flowed into his mouth. He 
tipped his head back and gazed at the haze of the moon. 
He’d always loved a full moon but as the golden glowing orb 
rose slowly in the perimeter, he was reminded of too many 
creatures that could very possibly be roaming the streets. 
“You're losing your grip.” 


Every nerve standing on end, he fought all the ugly 
thoughts roaming in his mind. His hand shaking, he jerked 
the keys out of the ignition and tapped his foot on the 
floorboard. What had he allowed himself to get into? He 
closed his eyes and remembered every ugly detail of 
sucking the man’s cock and shivered. Aleks had been right. 
Nothing prepared him for the event. He was lost to a sea of 
anger and mostly at himself. And if he was to be completely 
truthful with himself it was because he wanted more, not of 
the ugly man who smelled of one too many bourbon’s, but 
of the experience. 


Jax rubbed his throat as if an imaginary collar was in place 
and tried to envision being owned. The thought both 
terrifying and scintillating, he sucked in his breath and 
climbed out of the truck. It was time to get a freaking grip 


before it was too late. Something troubled him about the 
Sparring with the people in the secret club and in truth he 
could almost swear he recognized at least one of them but 
had no idea from where. Wired, there was no doubt he 
wasn’t going to get any sleep tonight. Internet surfing it 
would be. 


Dragging his stone ass exhausted body to the front of his 
house; he heard a rustle and turned slowly toward the 
darkened bushes. Shivers slid down the length of his spine 
as he stood still, listening, focusing and hearing someone 
hiding in wait. Sniffing, the smell was pungent, almost 
unclean, but burnished with a scent he couldn’t recognize. “I 
know you’re there. You're the one from before. Aren’t you?” 


The figure sighed and shifted. “Your senses are becoming 
keener.” 


“Meaning?” Jax could hear an odd accent in her lilting 
voice. It was the girl from before. Turning slowly he heard 
another rustle. 


“Don’t turn around.” 


“Are you afraid l'Il recognize you?” He could hear fear 
laced in her voice. 


The girl chuckled. “There are things not of this world that 
humans can’t possibly understand.” 


Tipping his head back he sighed. “Did Aleks send you? Are 
you some hired hand to try and convince me to be with 
him? I’ve grown weary of the games and the time spent 
frustrating over things | want no part of,” he said, and then 
heard her voice catch. 


“There are many things of this world that work in 
conjunction with another. Nature is an interesting creature 
and one that is far more powerful than you know. In times of 
old, the ways were different and there were many more 
horrors that your world faces today. What | can tell you is 
that | have known you all my life, as | have been a part of 
you since your human birth. You’ve seen me in your dreams. 
You've called out to me because of your nightmares. And 
yet you refuse to understand who | am. As you sleep 
tonight, Jackson Steele, ask yourself why you’ve always 
been different.” 


“Different?” Jax leaned against the side of the door and 
resisted the urge to turn around. There was something so 
damning and haunting about her strangled voice. She was 
in pain for more reasons than one. “Why are you here?” 


“To help you, if you'll allow but soon it will be out of my 
control.” 


“Help me? Then tell me, who you are and what you know, 
is this about the murders?” 


Her sigh ragged she shifted again, easing into the 
Shadowed light. “They are mere casualties of a war you 
have already seen. They are expendable and only meant to 
draw out the ones they seek, you are not Known to them yet 
but you will be. | am here to warn you. Drefar Donga 
Temaine - and the end of time is upon us.” 


As soon as the girl said the words a jolt of white-hot 
searing pain thrashed through his system. Where had he 
heard the words before? Racking his brain he could hear the 
echo of her voice and as he licked his dry lips he felt more 
nauseous than he had in a full month. The wave swept 


through his system violently and forced him to his knees. As 
he threw up bile he groaned. “What...is...happening?” 


“The beginning of the end. | have said enough and won’t 
warn you again but heed my words, Jackson Steele. You’re a 
part of this whether you choose to believe or not. They’ve 
come to find you and your Master and will stop at nothing.” 


Jax struggled to his feet as he heard her ease from the 
bushes and back away. He had to see her, had to know. As 
flashes of visions from his childhood rolled through the back 
of his mind, he fought the strong urge to vomit; yet every 
sensation riding his body was on fire. “Who are you?” 
Jerking around, he caught her slender frame as she stood 
just under the streetlight. Resisting the urge to gasp, he 
Slapped his hand over his mouth. She wasn’t human - 
neither alive nor dead -- she was something in between and 
for some reason he was drawn to her. 


The girl dropped her head and sighed. “Please tell 
Aleksandr I’ve never forgotten and | love him. Be with him 
for only you can save him and in turn all that’s left of my 
world. Save us all.” 


As she floated down the street, more as an apparition, he 
could just make out her name. Sliding against the siding he 
gazed into the sky and at the moon. Why did he have a 
terrible feeling everything he’d ever known as a human was 
gone forever? 


He sat down at his desk and held his head in his hands. 
Where was all this going? What did her words mean? 
Laughing he knew he had to simply push this out of his 
mind. He fingered the computer and thought about the 
evening. Charles Billingham was an interesting man of sorts. 
Perhaps he was more in the middle of the game that anyone 


realized. Typing in the man’s name he could see nothing 
overt as he poured over the information. The man had no 
criminal record that Jax could find. Nothing. Not even a 
parking ticket. But there was something with the odd little 
group that bothered him. 


Jax worked diligently through most of the night, 
determined to put some of the pieces together. The horror 
of seeing the disfigured girl remained in his mind but there 
were reasonable explanations for why someone could have 
such horrendous deformities and it had nothing to do with 
creatures of the night. In fact he scoffed at the idea. He was 
a man of facts and figures. He was going to go back to his 
Original idea of revenge. There were too many dangling 
pieces of the puzzle and it involved human treachery. 


There had to be a connection to the laws being passed, 
Judge Reynolds and Congressman Bowman. Something 
stuck in his craw. He searched the Internet and all the sites 
preferred by his department until almost dawn and while 
exhaustion set in, he couldn’t let it drop. The guys were 
squeaky clean. While the two had gone to undergraduate 
school together there was no real connection they were 
even friends. But the nagging remained in the back of his 
mind. What was usually so damn transparent generally 
meant something. 


As he headed off for a quick shower he knew what his next 
stop was going to be. It was time to rattle some cages. 


The single message waiting for him was that Lindsay 
Barker’s parents had arrived and identified the body. Jax 
knew they wouldn’t be able to hide her identity any longer. 
As he grabbed his truck keys and headed out the door, he 
was fully aware of the fact he could lose his badge because 


of the stunt, but there was no time to see just how many 
players they had in the field. 
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As he opened the office door, Jax nodded to the perky 
secretary sitting behind an expansive steel desk. “Good 
morning.” 


She raised her eyebrow but said nothing, simply gazed 
down the length of him. 


He’d thought better of announcing himself to the 
Congressman and while he’d read in the paper the wake for 
Timmy was tonight, he figured the man would be in his 
office so he took a gamble. Pulling out his badge he held it 
up as he neared her desk. Eyeing the nameplate he gave 
her his best ‘oh shucks’ smile. “I’m Detective Steele, here to 
see Congressman Bowen if he’s in.” 


“Do you have an appointment?” She asked, her tone 
dripping with sarcasm. 


Holding up his badge again, he gave her a weighted look. 
“Just let him know I’m here. | have a few questions.” 


When she picked up her phone she smirked just as an 
office door opened. 


“That’s a boy, Randy. Keep them coming and perhaps we'll 
do lunch at the clubhouse next weekend. Tell Maggie | said 
hello.” Congressman Bowen slapped the man on the back. 


Jax recognized the district attorney and was quite 
Surprised at the congeniality and obvious friendship flowing 
between the two men and not just because of Timmy 
Bowen’s death. The two were supposed to be bitter 
enemies, sworn to hate each other. As he stood watching 
the banter he couldn’t help but smile. The Congressman 
was one cool cucumber. 


“Will do, Chris my man. Hey, | can’t come tonight but we'll 
be at the funeral.” Shaking hands, both men caught a 
glimpse of Jax and frowned. 


Randy gave Jax the once over before nodding to the 
Congressman and headed out the door. 


Jax could see the man instantly yank out his phone. 
Perhaps the two had more going on than golfing. “I need to 
ask you a few questions if you have the time.” 


“Time? Isn't it rather inappropriate to be here on the day 
of my son’s wake?” Congressman Bowen narrowed his eyes 
and huffed. 


“Well, I’m certain you’d like me to get to the bottom of 
who your son’s killer is. Of course you do.” Jax could see the 
man debating in his mind. Jesus Christ his son was fucking 
murdered. “Five minutes.” 


The congressman sniffed. “Five minutes.” Ushering Jax 
into his office, he slammed the door and moved behind his 
desk. “What can | do for you?” 


“Did Timmy ever mention anything to you about going to 
clubs?” 


“Clubs? He was barely seventeen years old, Detective 
Steele and comes...came from a good family. Where the hell 


would you get that idea?” 


Jax could see a glimmer in the man’s eye. “Just some 
thoughts. Found some information that perhaps he’d gotten 
involved with some kinky clubs.” 


“What kind of kinky clubs?” 


“You know the kind that caters to heavy BDSM. Something 
like the task force you’ve been involved with, which is 
fighting to shut them down permanently. Wait a minute. 
That’s your side right? | tend to get the different political 
sides mixed up.” 


Opening and closing his mouth the congressman shook his 
head. “What are you fishing at, detective?” 


“Just trying to run down all the angles. Answer me this, 
you don’t frequent these clubs that your office is trying to 
shut down, just for informational purposes, do you? | mean 
that’s something | certainly would do just to make sure. In 
fact, | was even at the grand re-opening of the Dark Towers. 
Spectacular event | must admit. Kinda gave me a little 
pause.” Brushing his hands through his hair, Jax could tell 
the man was holding his tongue. “No? Of course that’s 
something my office does just to make sure we have all the 
facts straight.” 


“Certainly not!” 


“Interesting, because | could have sworn the owner told 
me you were on the guest list. Of course | could be 
mistaken.” 


Congressman Bowen narrowed his eyes and smiled. 
“While you certainly might be into some kinky shit, | ama 
happily married man who, by the way, is grieving over the 


death of my son. For you to come in here and accuse me of 
something so heinous is deplorable. | should have your 
badge.” 


As the older man grew red faced, Jax could see clearly not 
only was he holding back his tongue but hiding something. 
So he decided to push the envelope. “My job is to try and 
find your son’s killer and l'Il use every method allowed to 
me to do so, and sir, | didn’t accuse you of anything. Now 
did I?” As he walked to the door he resisted smiling. Turning 
Slowly, he eyed the man casually. “Just one more question.” 


“What is it?” the congressman barked. 


“You heard about the other two murders, including one of 
your colleague’s sons, correct?” 


“| feel terrible about the Reynolds boy. | received a call 
from his office this morning. Who’s the other victim?” 


“College student. Pretty young thing too. Such a shame. 
Lindsay’s parents just arrived in town. 


“Lindsay?” Congressman Bowen coughed. 


“Yes, Lindsay Barker. Sweet girl, but some said she had a 
sugar daddy. What in the world is happening with kids these 
days? Makes you wonder if they ever try to follow in their 
parent’s footsteps.” Giving Congressman Bowen a sharp 
nod, he eased back toward the door. There was no doubt 
he’d shocked the man. He had a feeling what was going to 
happen next. The only question was could he handle it? 
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After picking up the office phone, he held it in his hand for 
several minutes before dialing the number. He had to 
fucking calm down. Why didn’t the Barker’s call him? Then 
again he’d been hiding from the fucking world since he'd... 
since the notes started. Who in the hell had found out? And 
to kill a sweet, innocent girl was deplorable. Hissing, he 
finally punched in the numbers as he wiped sweat from the 
back of his neck. “Pick up the damn phone.” When it was 
finally answered he growled. “The plan’s been changed. We 
have to put a stop to everything.” 


“Why is that? Nothing has changed.” 
“The detective is getting too damn close.” 


Chuckling, he sighed. “I think the death of your son is 
making you go soft. Take the time to grieve. We'll get back 
on track after that.” 


“On track? This was simply something fun to do. 
Remember how we started in the beginning?” Congressman 
Bowen snarled. He couldn’t believe this was happening, not 
now. It could ruin everything. 


“And it still is. Your son was murdered...” 


“And so was Lindsay! Don’t you find that more than a 
coincidence?” 


“And so was Judge Reynolds’ son.” 


Why did he garner the feeling there was an accusation 
mixed in the harsh tones? “What are you insinuating?” 


“Why congressman. I’m simply stating that perhaps 
someone has found out about our little club.” 


Congressman Bowen slammed his fist down on his desk. 
“You mean your little club.” 


“Tsk tsk. l'Il take care of the detective. You take care of 
your family.” 


As he hung up the phone he grabbed his jacket, his hand 
Shaking. No, l'Il take care of my mess and then l'Il burn your 
ass in hell. Why had he agreed to get involved in the first 
place? While he knew the answer he wasn’t going to be able 
to hide behind it much longer. Too much was happening and 
none of which he could control. He thought about Lindsay 
and shook his head. “Why?” he cared about the girl more 
than he wanted to say and had no idea why this had to 
happen. Granted, the entire situation had gotten out of hand 
and he’d known this months ago, but for them to go to this 
length was unimaginable. 


Chris was backed into a corner and had too few options. 
As tears slid down his face, he knew what he had to do and 
while it wasn’t his normal way of handling things, in reality 
there was no other way. While he could blame everyone else 
for his fuck up, the truth was he was to blame and now his 
entire family was going to be destroyed. Tipping his head 
back he gazed out the window eyeing the beautiful skyline 
of Richmond. This was his home, the place he loved the 
most. He closed his eyes and allowed the memories to flow 
as the tears dripped down the side of his face. 


Minutes later, he collected himself and sighed, resigned. 
As he gazed at his lower desk drawer he dragged out his 
keys and laughed nervously as he placed the tiny key into 


the lock. Opening the drawer he lifted out the gun and eyed 
the revolver, snickering before placing it into his coat jacket. 
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As soon as he left Congressman Bowen’s office Jax picked 
up the phone and dialed Mike. “Hey buddy.” 


“I know that tone. What favor do you need?” Mike 
chortled. 


“Damn you know me too well. The Barker's, they still 
there?” 


“Yep. Just finishing up their statements. Why?” 


“Two things. Can you get one of the patrols to follow them 
and do me a favor, see if you can find any connection with 
the Barkers and Congressman Bowen?” Jax had a very good 
idea that this was something the players might not have 
thought of. 


“Another round of fire, my soon to be ex partner?” 


“Something like that. Just trying to see what happens. All 
this is a little too messy and convenient.” 


“All right. l'II see what | can do but you, you’re going to 
have to give me details.” 


“Of course,” But the plan was still swimming in Jax’ head. 
If some very important and high ranking officers in the city 
were smack in the middle of a prostitution ring involving 
kink clubs, then they might resort to murder. But why 


ritualistic murders and going to all the trouble of branding 
the kids? It would be the perfect cloak. That’s why. The 
previous murders had rattled the town until Richmond had 
just stopped talking about the horrific slaughters and now 
this. What better way to catch the entire city back up in 
something without pointing a direct finger? 


Then who was the girl? There were still too many 
unanswered questions and while he didn’t want to drag 
Aleksandr any further into the middle of the damning 
scheme that he already had, Jax knew there were few 
choice. He’d just blazed a solid red trail of gold. 


Jax knew exactly what was going to happen and by the 
time he made it back to the precinct he was fairly giddy. He 
bounded up the stairs and knew there was no doubt a 
connection. His instincts that Lindsay was the 
Congressman’s mistress were right on the money and while 
he had no proof, he could almost bet he would in the next 
day. The man was playing a dangerous game. Making 
mental note to check on the good congressman’s finances, 
he headed into the office. 


“There you are. The Sarge is looking for you. Seems he 
got a call. Who you been bugging now, my friend?” Mike 
grinned. “At least you only looked like something the cat 
dragged in instead of blazing hell. Huge improvement.” 


Holding up his middle finger he eased onto Mike’s desk. 
“Look, | have a feeling this case is going to get uglier before 
anything else. Are there any leads on where Tyler Reynolds 
was before he was taken?” 


“You think he was taken from one of the clubs?” Mike 
eased his hands behind his head. 


“| think he was lured, in truth.” 


“Then you're thinking a woman perhaps got him to go to 
this BDSM club?” 


Jax nodded. “That’s exactly what I’m thinking.” 

“Interesting thought. l'Il sniff around.” 

Jax’ cell phone rang and as he eyed the display, he knew 
he’d been right on the money. Smiling down at Mike, he 
leaned over so that only his partner could hear, “I think | 
just ruffled some major feathers, Jax Steele.” 

“We're on for tonight,” Aleks breathed. 


“I knew you'd be calling.” 


“Yes well | assume your performance wasn’t as bad as I'd 
originally thought. You must be a flavor they like.” 


Jax’ blood froze just hearing the words, “What time?” 


“Be at my brownstone by nine-thirty. We'll get directions 
on the way.” 


“Any other instructions?” He could see Mike eyeing him 
curiously and resisted the urge to wipe the single bead of 
sweat slipping down his face. 

“Just be prepared. | have a bad feeling.” 

Jax sighed as he hit end. 

“Ruffled feathers, eh? | don’t want to know.” 


“Detective Steele, in my office now.” 


As Jax gazed at his Sergeant’s angry face, he hoped his 
clandestine plan was going to all be worth it. 


Chapter Ten 


Aleks eased toward the window and gazed outside. He 
could sense the presence and knew whoever it was had 
followed him from the club. He’d allowed the occurrence to 
happen simply because he needed to know what he was 
dealing with. And now he had a sense of what they could be 
facing. The night would prove to be interesting. Placing his 
hands on the glass he scanned the perimeter. There was 
something sad about the person. Unfortunately he couldn’t 
make out his or her identity. Soon enough the creature 
would have to show their identity. There was no doubt. 


He moved back to the computer and sat down, trying to 
think clearly. Fingering the keyboard, he sorted through the 
material he’d collected. There wasn’t enough to go on to 
make sense of anything except sightings of the Drulins in 
other locations over the last fifty years. But he could almost 
tell how their progression was moving. As he rubbed his 
eyes he realized just how damn exhausted he was. He was 
getting too tired too often. That meant only one thing, the 
time of Passing was continuing its path. Durac hadn't 
entirely won but circumstances were getting out of hand. If 
this was the truth then he had less time than he hoped. 


Closing his eyes, he allowed himself to remember the 
good times and the past. The memories were bitter sweet 
and ones he allowed only but so often. As the thoughts 
about his marriage floated in the back of his mind he licked 
his lips and could almost taste Sasha’s sweet lips. A virgin 


when they met, he’d doted on her loving every aspect of 
their lives together. 


The only woman he had ever loved, the others had been 
for feeding and fucking only. Even Felicity, while holding a 
special place in his heart, wasn’t a woman he could love. 
No, he’d never forgiven himself. Shaking off the thought he 
stood and went to pour himself a drink. It would be dark 
soon enough and he had to prepare how he was going to 
handle the evening. 


Aleks turned on music, wishing something so simple could 
soothe the beast hovering at the surface, but he knew 
better. He’d have a difficult time tonight controlling his 
needs. Jax was right about one thing - they had to find the 
killer and eradicate him or it. And damn if he didn’t have a 
sinking suspicion. 


Red Moon. 


Stopping short, he cocked his head. The words somehow 
lingered. He turned slowly and eyed the entire open space. 
Yes, the presence was closer and wanted his attention. But 
why? 


Red Moon. 


Aleks sipped his drink and finally opened his eyes wide. 
“Of course.” Perhaps they’d all been played. Hissing, he 
glided toward the window and noticed the pink haze for the 
first time. “What a damn fool I’ve been.” But what was the 
point? What did they think they were going to accomplish? 
Perhaps the same thing Durac wanted - complete 
annihilation. But it would also mean an end to their lives. 
Something wasn’t right. 
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Jax stood nervously outside of the brownstone, hands in 
his pockets. As the light breeze wafted through his hair, he 
sighed. He could barely stomach the entire situation and yet 
knew this was the catalyst. Granted, he could hope to get 
close enough to see what they were really up to and then 
call in for reinforcements, but somehow he didn’t think the 
group would tip their hand completely. Heading for the 
stairs, he remembered the last time he’d spent time in the 
man’s home. The kinky night had opened his eyes and his 
soul. He’s almost lost his last level of innocence and 
somehow the realization saddened him. Climbing the stairs 
he heard the echo of his heart in his ears. 


As he stood quietly for a few minutes watching the way 
the moon shimmered in the wisp of clouds, he gripped the 
railing. Tonight there would be no turning back. He could 
sense Aleks more than anything. They were indeed 
connected and no matter how hard he’d tried to fight what 
they’d shared, he couldn’t. And the end of time is upon us. 
The words remained in the back of his mind. He knocked on 
the door and waited. 


Aleks opened the door and nodded. “Good evening. You’re 
on time and we're expected.” 


Just seeing the man, drinking in his essence and watching 
as Aleks undressed him with his eyes, was enough to send 
Shivers racing down his spine. “Do you know anything about 
this place?” 


“I was called by an unknown person who simply said to 
get on Cary Street and drive east.” 


“| wonder if they’ve moved the location since the girl was 
found murdered.” 


“Undoubtedly. They are very careful.” Aleks walked toward 
his desk. 


Jax could sense easily that Aleks was uneasy about 
something. “You believe this night is more than about 
catching a killer.” 


“And so do you, detective.” Turning around slowly, he held 
out a thick black leather strip. “As | place this collar around 
your neck you will begin to truly understand. Come, Jax. 
Accept your place and let us begin.” 


Resigned, Jax eased forward and allowed the man to place 
the choker around his neck. He dropped his head as the lock 
was secured and felt across the front, savoring the feel of 
the soft leather. Swallowing hard, he turned around and 
nodded. “This is business tonight.” 


“This is not what you believe it to be, Jax. There are forces 
around us that are endangering more than just the club 
scene.” 


“There you go with insinuations again. Tell me what you 
know.” 


Aleks chuckled and grabbed an almost empty glass off his 
desk. “We have no secrets between us, do we?” As he 
gulped the drink and slammed down the glass he inched 
forward using a single finger to lift Jax’ chin, He allowed his 
eyes to dance back and forth across Jax’. “What you think 
you know you don’t. There is only one way | can keep you 
alive and safe. And you have to understand me and 
believe.” 


“What do you mean?” Placing his hand on Aleks’ chest, he 
tried to push away but the man had him secured by his look 
alone. “Tell me everything.” 


“And the end of time is upon us. Yes?” 
Jax swallowed hard. “What does it mean?” 


“You will learn soon enough.” Leaning forward, he 
captured Jax’ mouth as he drew Jax tight against the heat of 
his body. He wrapped his hand around Jax’ head sliding his 
fingers down the back of his neck. 


Jax wanted to fight the intense hold but not only was the 
man too strong for him but he was lost to an incredible spell 
coursing through his system. On fire, his entire being shook 
as electric jolts raced up and down the length of his body. 
He could no longer feel his legs and as his heart raced, he 
could hear his blood thumping through his veins. Continuing 
to struggle, Jax was filled with a combination of terror and 
sizzling anticipation. Was the man going to fuck him here 
and now? 


Aleks broke the kiss and yet kept their lips touching as he 
tipped his head and breathed a swath of hot air into Jax’ 
mouth. “The time of Passing is nearer than | believed. Durac 
will not win.” 


“Meaning?” His voice nothing but a ragged whisper, Jax 
tried to control his breathing. 


“Meaning there will be a war and few will survive. Are you 
ready to stand with me and fight?” 


“Do | have a choice?” 


“Not if you want to live.” Hissing, Aleks drew back and 
opened his mouth, exposing his razor sharp canines. 


Mesmerized, Jax could no longer feel his legs. Unblinking, 
he kept his gaze locked on Alek’s eyes as they changed 
colors, emitting an eerie glow. As he tried to comprehend 
what he was seeing Aleks lick across the canines with the 
tip of his tongue. 


“You belong to me as I do to you, blood to blood and body 
to soul.” Tipping Jax back in a slight arch, he wrapped his 
hand around his hair and yanked down, exposing the tender 
side of Jax’ neck. Aleks grunted as he licked around Jax’ 
mouth. 


“What? What are you doing?” Jax struggled in his arms but 
knew it was no use. 


“Giving you life and protection as you will give to me in 
return,” Giving Jax no time, Aleks pushed up the collar and 
sunk his fangs into the side of Jax’ neck, drinking from his 
pulse of life. 


Whimpering, Jax fought to get out of his arms as a 
moment of blinding anguish settled into his system. The 
tight leather became a chokehold forcing him to keep his 
head back. Blinking furiously he whimpered and moaned as 
Aleks dragged his legs up from the floor. His vision marred, 
he closed his eyes and prayed as his pulse thumped 
raggedly in his chest. He was dying. There was no doubt. As 
he could feel his life ebbing away slowly something else 
happened starling him to the point of terror. Rapture settled 
into his body starting from his toes and sliding up his legs. 
He could almost swear he could hear birds singing as he 
smiled and licked his lips. 


Aleks grunted and drank as he kept his tight hold on Jax 
and yet he rubbed up and down the length of Jax’ back, 
caressing him as he drank his fill. When he was done he 
eased back slowly and licked around the wound. “You taste 
better than | remembered. Your blood will give me the 
strength | need. Now it’s your turn and the combined 
strength will forever bind us. Our thoughts and memories 
will be as one. Our hungers and needs will only be sated 
when we are together, sharing completely. Do you 
understand?” 


In a dream state, Jax didn’t know exactly what the man, 
the monster was saying but in the few precious moments of 
bliss he wasn’t sure he cared. “Yes...yes...” 


Aleks guided Jax toward the couch and sat down slowly, 
bringing Jax to his knees. “When you take my blood this 
time you will forever be changed and protected by me. This 
bond can only be broken by death and of the kind you would 
not understand.” He inched back and settled Jax before 
reaching up to his own neck. “As you feed you will 
understand.” As his fingernails became talons he kept his 
eyes locked on Jax. 


Somewhere deep in side, Jax knew he would be terrified of 
what he was seeing, but instead he remained, still watching 
the man’s movements as Alek’s eyes changed to golden 
amber, glowing in the darkened room. Swallowing hard he 
wasn’t sure what to expect but the moment Aleks sliced 
across his own neck, creating a deep gash he hissed. 
“What...what are you doing?” 


Aleks slowly gazed down as he wrapped his hand around 
the back of Jax’ neck and dragged him forward, his nails 
digging into Jax’ tender flesh. “Feed.” 


Jax pushed hard against the man’s chest but as he eyed 
the fresh blood, he was drawn to the scent of copper and 
death, and wanted nothing more than to taste and drink. 
Licking his lips, he darted his eyes up to stare into Aleks and 
tried to imagine what death would be like. 


“Yes, you hunger. | can see it in your eyes. Come... drink 
and join me.” 


With every last ounce of humanity he had left he tried to 
ignore his cravings, the ones he'd been having since he’d 
had that night with Aleks, but he couldn’t. He was famished 
and shaking, his body reacting violently to the intense 
hunger. “I...can’t...” Yet the man inside cried out, unwilling 
to give up his life for this. 


“Drink or we won’t survive.” Dragging Jax’ face closer, he 
forced him further up on his knees. “Drink now!” 


It wasn’t a request but a command of his Master and as 
Jax inched forward and darted his tongue out, tasting the 
sweet blood, he wanted nothing more that to fill his aching 
soul. As he licked furiously, the blood oozing down the back 
of his throat, he shook and clawed the man’s arms 
desperately wanting more. 


“That’s it. Take your fill as we begin a new life, a new path 
together.” Aleks tipped his head back and roared. Forcing 
Jax’ face into the deep wound, they both shivered. 


A warmth filled Jax’ system until he was left sated. This 
was as close to heaven as he would ever feel. 
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Misha stood outside the brownstone and gasped as his 
body began shaking. Holding his arms, he tried to control 
his breathing as a clap of lightening could be heard in the 
distance. He knew what this meant as only he could. 
Anguish such as he’d never felt in his body or his life before. 
As he looked down at his glowing hands he smiled before 
tipping his head. The moon was especially beautiful this 
night. The slight pink haze could only be seen by his kind, 
but the becoming call now that the two were finalizing their 
mating would drag all creatures out of the shadows. 


Tasting blood, he pressed the back of his hand across his 
mouth and held it out. He’d bitten his tongue. Misha licked 
his mouth and turned, hearing a sound. “You shouldn’t be 
here.” 


“You knew I had to come. | couldn’t stay away.” 


“I understand but you’re in danger more now than ever.” 
His heart ached knowing what was going to have to happen. 
While he should be afraid, he wasn’t, not any longer. His 
only worry was keeping the secrets as required and to keep 
one life safe. 


“| don’t care. | gave my life before so he could live and be 
our King.” 


“And he threw it away. Need I remind you of that fact?” 
Misha wasn’t trying to be harsh but there was no winning for 
their kind, only changing into what some considered a lesser 
form of evil. Closing his eyes, he could feel the warm touch 
and hungered for more but he wasn’t allowed. “Come, we 
must go back before we’re missed.” 


“Will | ever see him again before the time of the blood 
moon?” 


How could Misha speak the truth? “Perhaps... But if you do 
then the man you knew won’t know and won’t remember.” 


“Well, | can always hope.” 


As they headed back to their safe haven, at least for this 
night, he sighed. Tomorrow was another day and he had 
work to do. If he could buy some time and keep the 
monsters at bay so to speak then maybe everything would 
work out. Unfortunately he feared tonight more than 
normal. Performing would not be in his best interest, but the 
call had come urgently and he simply had no choice in the 
matter. The end to the means would all be worth it. There 
was no doubt. His Master would call soon enough. Stopping 
only briefly, he gazed back into the sky once again. 
Somehow Misha couldn’t help but smile. The color was 
getting stronger. 
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Aleks tried to concentrate as he drove. As he’d suspected, 
Jax’ rambling thoughts sifted through the back of his mind 
at breakneck speed. He simply had to turn them off for a 
time or fear going mad. Their blood now infused for the 
second time made them much stronger together, and some 
of Aleks’ strength would become Jax’. In turn Aleks’ keen 
senses were slowly coming to full strength, something they 
both desperately needed. He only needed to glance into the 
night sky to see the effects of their coupling. The moon had 
shifted, exposing intense shimmers of red. Fear would be in 


the hearts of the Drulins no matter where they were. They 
were on their way to a new location and while Jax remained 
convinced the killings were based on humans, he knew 
better. The bodies and the branding kills were nothing more 
than a lure. 


“How close?” Jax asked quietly as he rubbed his arms. 


“The next street over.” He studied the man sitting 
Stoically, staring out the window as if nothing had 
happened. Had he been this way when turned by Durac? Of 
course he had. Hell, Aleksandr remembered fighting his new 
body and hungers for weeks, becoming ill eating food until 
Durac was forced to intervene, locking him away until Aleks 
became use to his new body and his growing needs. Times 
had been different then. For Aleks to be able to help, Jax 
would need to comply and he doubted that would happen. 
“You'll get used to the sensations soon enough.” 


“Used to them? | have no idea what you did to me. How 
can | get used to them?” 


“You're fighting. Don’t. You'll only cause yourself damage 
and use up the energy. | have no intentions of showing our 
attributes tonight, no matter what happens.” 


Jax held out his shaking hand and laughed. “Attributes. 
You have to be kidding me.” While his words were filled with 
a harsh edge he slumped deeper into his seat. “Let’s just 
say | buy what you tell me is happening to me, how long 
before I...” 


Aleks chuckled as he turned down the almost deserted 
street. “There will be few changes until the next time other 
than your body won't be able to tolerate food and you won’t 
need sleep. You will need to feed and that’s the only part | 
fear with you.” 


“Meaning?” Stealing a glance in Aleks’ direction, he 
unfastened his seat belt and grabbed the door handle, his 
fingers digging into the leather. 


Jerking the car into park, Aleks sighed as he removed the 
keys. “What the hunger will do to you.” As he climbed out of 
the car a flash of Jax’ memory eased across his field of 
vision. Unable to grab it, the split second left him with an 
eerie feeling. “You had a visitor again.” 


Jax gazed at the surroundings and nodded. “Yes. She’s 
very worried about a red moon.” 


Placing his hand over his heart Aleks inhaled deeply. Who 
was the visitor and was it a warning or simply keeping track 
of Jax? “There are only humans here.” 


“As | suspected. Let’s find us a killer.” 


Aleks eyed the perimeter before glancing up at the moon. 
This was something else entirely. As he followed behind Jax 
dazzling colors and visions played out until he had to stop. 


Red moon. 
Come. 

| need you. 

| long for you. 
No tomorrows. 
Death... 


“What are you seeing?” Jax asked as he wrapped his hand 
around Aleks’ arm. The second he did he yanked it away 
and gasped. 


Turning his head slowly, Aleks wasn’t certain how to 
answer. “Your death.” Standing with his arms out, he hissed. 
“This will not happen. Not now. Not after I’ve found you. 
There is evil here and someone who wants you dead. Be 
careful and trust your new senses more than your instinct as 
a cop, do you understand me?” 


Jax moved in front of him and shook his head. “Kids are 
dying. There is a man in power in the city | fear is behind 
this.” 


Narrowing his eyes, Aleks could see the flash of 
knowledge as Jax concentrated. “Very well, if that is the 
case he must die.” 


“Hold on. I’m not dressed in a freaking collar playing your 
submissive to start world war three. We’re here to garner 
information only. The rest will be left up to the department.” 


“Very well detective, but neither of us may have a choice. 
Can’t you feel that we're being watched? Can’t you sense 
their level of hunger not much unlike our own? Is it?” 


Jax surveyed the landscaping. “All creatures want much of 
the same thing, Aleksandr. They hunger for food, sex, and 
power.” 


Aleks laughed. “Very well said. And so it begins. 
Remember your place or you'll tip their hand. We’re not 
fooling anyone. | can guarantee you that.” 


“Then why the charade?” 


“Because, dear Jax, humans also hunger for the game well 
played. They want to know what you know.” Before they 
decide to slaughter you. 


As they neared what had to be the entrance, Jax brushed 
his hand through his hair and licked his lips. His sigh ragged, 
he eyed the dark building before turning his head toward 
Aleks. “And so do monsters.” 


Seeing the iridescent glow in Jax’ eyes did several things, 
and as Aleks sucked in his breath he nodded. “You’re right.” 


“Welcome to our club.” A deep voice resonated 
throughout the club. 


Aleks nodded. “Thank you for having us.” 
“You come highly recommended.” 


Aleks eyed the Goth looking man, who held the door, 
before scanning the perimeter. Wearing a mask, there was 
no way to determine what the man looked like but Aleks 
could tell by his build, he was young. It was easy to see that 
the facility had been put together quickly, and given the dim 
lighting and the noise of a generator outside, he’d say the 
building was probably selected at the last minute. He had a 
feeling he knew why. Grasping onto the leash, he tugged Jax 
behind him willing the man to keep his mouth shut. While he 
could sense nothing but humans in an entire several block 
radius there was a warm glow of rage filling the dark corners 
of the room. 


“I’m Barton and here to guide you in any manner you 
choose. What is your pleasure tonight?” 


Aleks sniffed as he stole a gaze around the room. They 
were being watched carefully as if the patrons had been told 
they were the star performers on this night. “A drink first 
perhaps and then I'd like to look around the place.” 


“Certainly. We have a limited selection at our bar but I’m 
certain you'll find everything you desire and then l'Il be 
happy to have someone show you around.” Leading them to 
a long table located in the bar of the first room, Barton 
flanked what had to be the bartender. 


“Good evening,” Aleks said casually, careful to appear 
bored. “lIl have a scotch neat.” 


“Yes sir.” 


He could sense Jax’ curiosity growing as the man tried to 
appear as nothing more than a casual dressing on Aleks’ 
arm. From where he stood he could see almost every one of 
the players was in a mask, hiding their real persona for 
obvious reasons. He recognized a few of the customers he’d 
seen in the club, enjoying a simple conversation with their 
respective pets in tow. Nodding in reference to Aleks, they 
remained in the middle of their discussions. While he 
certainly didn’t need his now acute sense of hearing to 
know there were obvious methods of torture going on in 
several of the back rooms, but the ability to hear the more 
whispered conversations could prove beneficial. 


As he was handed his drink he took an appreciative sip 
and handed the bartender a twenty-dollar bill. 


“lII retrieve one of our hosts to show you around, please 
make yourself at home,” Barton said as he gave Jax a harsh 
glare. 


Aleks sighed and nodded as he stroked the side of Jax’ 
face. Leaning in close, his voice was barely audible but it no 
longer needed to be. “We're being watched from all corners. 
| think even some of the guests are plants.” 


“That would make sense. | can feel their anger, their 
hatred.” 


“Yes, Jax. You’re beginning to experience a keener 
awareness of all your senses. That will be your protection 
tonight.” Aleks caught several snippets and knew there was 
something the others were hiding, yet curious about why 
Aleks brought Jax to the location. They were also keenly 
aware Jax was working on a case. “Perhaps we're on a wild 
goose chase.” He continued stroking Jax’ back absently. 


“They know I’m a cop.” 
“You didn’t really think you could hide that fact, did you?” 
Jax spat, “Then what are we doing here?” 


“As | told you, they want to know what you know. Don’t 
you feel it, Jax? Can’t you sense the one who’s doing more 
than just betraying his friends?” Tipping his head, Aleks 
closed his eyes briefly and could see what the man was 
thinking but only briefly. There was something very odd 
about the set up and very rushed. “Interesting. | think 
you're right. | think we should leave. This is nothing more 
than a trap.” 


“What do you sense?” 


“Gentlemen, Welcome. Allow me to introduce myself to 
you. I’m Misha, the owner of this club. Tell me gentlemen, 
what pleasures do you seek?” 


As Aleks turned he tipped his head, fighting the strong 
urge to snarl. 
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“Welcome to our club.” His deep voice resonated 
throughout the club. “We’re very glad you came.” 


“Yes, well | wanted to break new pet in tonight and 
thought this would be the perfect place.” As he laughed he 
eyed the location. Dark and foreboding, he was happy he’d 
received the call. This was perfect indeed and so unlike his 
usual establishments. This would allow him to be the man 
he truly wanted to be. “Come pet, let’s see what in store for 
us tonight. | enjoy the masks; they give a wonderful sense 
of mystery to your incredible aura.” 


He chuckled. “We do like to keep our anonymity. I’m 
certain a man of your stature can understand that.” 


Nodding, he licked his lips. “Yes indeed. | would prefer not 
to use my name as well. So let’s just say that you can 
simply call me Marcos. Master Marcos will be a perfect name 
for tonight,” He certainly wasn’t going to risk the chance of 
being identified. As he gazed around the perimeter, he 
could see various stages of undressed men and women 
engaging in several aspects of pleasure. He so enjoyed 
seeing the naked bodies. Sniffing, he remembered days 
gone by when he'd been a bit younger and fifty pounds 
lighter. But then again he was on the receiving end of 
pleasure and pain in those days. He could make out many 
people he probably already knew but there was a basic 
‘don’t ask don’t tell’ policy and one he was happy to 
participate in. After all a man in his position - well, it 
wouldn’t bode well for his constituents. 


“As you wish, Master Marcos.” Chuckling, he eyed the 
blond boy and gave them both a smile. “Come, please 


indulge. We have everything set up as you’ve requested, 
Master Marcos.” Leading toward the back of the facility, he 
pushed through the crowd to the dimly lit stage area. 


As the swirl of people danced, swaying back and forth to 
the music, a series of lights flickered eerily across the stage. 


Master Marcos pressed the back of his hand over his 
mouth. He wasn’t at all certain why seeing the naked man 
strapped down to the tilted cross would bother him, given 
all he’d done to his slaves in the past. Yet as the whooshing 
sound of the whip as it struck hard across the man’s torso, 
leaving horrendous welts that immediately filled with blood, 
he realized perhaps for the first time in his life he wasn’t the 
true sadist he thought he was. 


Crack! Slap! 
“Aaaahhhh!” 


“Please enjoy a drink on the house.” The host gazed 
around the perimeter as Master Marcos was handed a drink. 


Crack! Slap! Whoosh! 


The jazzed crowd cheered as the naked man roared. 
Struggling with his tight bindings, the prisoner moaned as 
Sweat dripped down the back of his neck. 


Master Marcos accepted the drink easily. He gulped, 
having suddenly realizing he was indeed getting turned on. 


“More!” 


“Harder!” 


“The crowd is very lively tonight. | believe you joined us at 
a good time. Tell me, how long have you owned this fine 
specimen?” The host asked as he turned the blond around 
to face him. Feathering his hand down the boy’s ashen face, 
he cocked his head and used the tip of his long nail to trace 
a circle around the boy’s voluptuous lips. “Tell me boy what 
do they call you?” 


The boy stole a look at his Master. 


“Speak when spoken to, son,” Master Marcos hissed. “l 
apologize. He’s very new and very green, and while | do 
hunger for the taste of him, | haven’t trained him very well.” 


“Asher, sir.” Dropping his head he stood shaking. 


“I think | have just the thing you need. If you'll allow me 
I'd love to have you as a part of our festivities tonight.” 
Smiling, the host eyed the naked man as they unstrapped 
him. “Besides, we grow bored of the same people over and 
over again. This pretty young thing will give you an 
opportunity to show off your particular style. | know that’s 
something you'd like to do.” 


Master Marcos scrutinized his host and sighed. It wasn’t 
necessarily the word the man spoke, but the rather 
dangerous tone that bothered him. Still, the exclusivity of 
the club was something he’d craved and knew if he said no 
there would never be another invitation. “I love the idea.” 


“Please, finish your drink and l'Il have another waiting for 
you. You can then show off your toy.” Turning slightly the 
host eased back around and grinned. “May | taste?” 


“Of course.” Master Marcos flitted his hand. But he 
watched initially with amusement and then with a level of 
desire he hadn’t anticipated, as his host slipped one hand 


around the boy’s neck, easing him forward pressing the 
other down the length of Asher’s chest. Master Marcos’ 
breath skipped as he watched the masked man caress and 
knead the boy’s cock through his thin pants. He licked his 
lips, his own cock swelling. There was indeed something so 
damn tasty about having a new boy. While he enjoyed the 
company of pretty little girls, the younger boys were so 
much better. 


Asher froze as the man captured his mouth, dragging him 
further into the heat of his body. Grunting, he cupped and 
squeezed the boy’s crotch until Asher groaned in pain. 
Breaking the kiss he bit down on Asher’s lip, dragging the 
tender flesh between his teeth. 


There was something so seductive in the manner in which 
the host touched and tasted Asher that Master Marcos could 
barely breathe due to his heart racing. The waitress came 
by offering another drink, which he accepted easily, gulping 
half in a few seconds. Watching intently as the host eased 
back, he blinked furiously and tried to focus. He rubbed his 
eyes and realized maybe he shouldn’t be drinking at all. As 
a trickle of fear raced down his spine he could almost swear 
he saw a flash of fangs. No. There was no doubt he was 
losing it. Shaking his head, he closed his eyes briefly and 
when he opened them, the flash of the host’s eyes pierced 
into his own. There was something not quite right about the 
man and as he inched closer he watched the host’s hand 
turn into a claw. Shit man, you definitely need to lay off the 
sauce! 


Purring, the host eased back completely and licked his 
lips. “Very tasty indeed. Come. Let us begin.” 


Now he was afraid. Blood letting he wasn’t into. Master 
Marcos swallowed hard and followed behind, glancing over 


his shoulder into the over heated crowd. Suddenly he wasn’t 
sure of this at all. But as they were lead to the staging area 
he sucked up his courage. He’d never been allowed to play 
this way in public before. Perhaps this would be fun after all. 


“Strip the boy,” the host said, purring as he held out his 
finger. 


Master Marcos warily eyed the two burly men who 
advanced. Both dressed in black leather pants and steel- 
toed boots, their upper naked torsos glistened in the 
glowing light. They were both built like brick shit houses and 
his mouth watered to simply drop to his knees and suck 
both before fucking first one and then the other in the ass. 
But he knew that wasn’t going to happen. He dared not 
touch. Still, he could admire their dazzling forms. Polishing 
off his drink, he wiped his mouth with the back of his hand 
and admired the crowd of people who were more than eager 
to have a show. 


The two men surrounded Asher, who whimpered as his 
eyes darted back and forth across the crowd. Shaking, he 
locked eyes with his master before lowering his head. 


The sound of the boy’s clothing being ripped from his 
body filtered into the air, only fueling the famished crowd 
more. They cheered and clapped as they edged forward, 
Surrounding the stage. When Asher stood naked, he covered 
his crotch, and then remained still. 


“Show yourself, boy. We aren’t here to simply drink you 
know,” Master Marcos hissed as he looked around for the 
waitress. He wasn’t that good of a showman and he had a 
feeling they were really going to want him to beat the boy. 
Eyeing the myriad of whips and chains he contemplated 
which one would be the best. 


“Very good. Now secure him to the cross. Whipping first. 
Fucking later. What do you say, audience?” The host held up 
his hands as he smiled. 


The audience roared, lifting their glasses. 


There was something so ominous about the glow in the 
man’s eyes and yet everyone in the audience wanted more. 
It was obvious to Master Marcos they’d seen more than 
what was in front of them. He rubbed his hand through his 
thinning hair and groaned. This was so much better than 
he’d expected. He groaned as his erection throbbed against 
his pants, the anticipation of striking the boy delicious. Then 
again he couldn’t wait to fuck him in the ass either. 


When Asher was secured to the cross, the host stepped 
forward and rubbed his hand down the length of the boy’s 
Spine, pressing his hand between his legs. “Yes. Finely built 
like a good stallion.” He squeezed and twisted until Asher 
threw his head back and wailed. “That’s enough boy or I'll 
do more than just whipping you myself.” Holding out his 
hand he nodded toward the burly men. “The long three 
tails.” He turned slightly toward Master Marcos and hissed. 
“As host | always get to taste first.” 


“Be my guest.” As Master Marcos stood quietly watching 
the voyeurs swaying back and forth, an odd hum was 
emitted from somewhere in the dense crowd. 


Whoosh! Strike! 


“Aaaaahhhhh!” The boy screamed as the force of the 
blows bit into his tender skin. 


Instantly welts surfaced from the brutal strikes. 


Crack! Slam! Pop! 


“More...more...more...” 


Master Marcos licked his lips as the harsh blows 
continued, and after several minutes he found himself 
mesmerized but the dark hums that seemed to reverberate 
throughout the entire humid room. His vision became fuzzy 
and yet he wanted to see more. More. More! Yes. His heart 
racing, he swayed back and forth with the crowd and 
smiled, almost giddy as Asher’s body was almost covered in 
bloody welts. This was more than he’d ever imagined. As 
the sea of people pushed and moved forward he could 
barely see. Yet he had to. He just had to see more and taste 
more. 


Crack! Slam! 


“Yyyyessss...” Laughing harshly, the host stepped back 
and wiped his face. “Very nice indeed. “More or fucking 
now?” 


As Master Marcos finally pushed his way through, he 
stared at the boy and gasped. Somehow time had elapsed - 
a lot of time. It had to have. “What’s happening?” The boy 
covered in open wounds from head to toe, he could see 
Asher’s labored breathing as the boy was jerked from the 
cross and brought to the front of the stage. While he should 
be completely incensed, he wasn’t. Instead, he smiled with 
glee seeing the dark crimson blood. He stole glances around 
him trying to see the faces of the crowd but it was at that 
moment he realized every single one of them were in masks 
and what had to be robes of some kind. What the hell did he 
care? 


“Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!” 


“Good choice, my people. Let’s allow our guest to indulge 
first. Please take our new slave downstairs so we may begin 


the real playtime. Master Marcos, will you please follow us?” 


“Of course.” While Master Marcos had no idea what to 
expect, his cock ached like a son of a bitch. He followed the 
group of people that had to have grown in number down a 
long flight of stairs. The group continued to hum and he 
found himself humming right along with them. There was 
something so incredible about being with this amazing 
crowd and there was no doubt he felt a complete part of 
them. This was exactly where and what he was supposed to 
be. 


“Let us begin our festivities. I’m sure you'll enjoy 
everything you’re going to experience.” 


Master Marcos surveyed the almost cave like room. Boy, 
they took this very seriously. He was too green at this to 
completely understand, but he was damn glad he’d agreed 
to switching tonight. Warm and tingling all over, he rubbed 
his hand up and down the length of his crotch, relishing in 
the friction. 


As the group parted and the host stood wearing a robe he 
beckoned to Master Marcos. “Come and accept your feast 
and be a part of us.” 


Easing forward, Master Marcos gazed down at the boy who 
was strapped, spread eagle, to a table of sorts. Tugging at 
his belt he unfastened and unzipped quickly. He wasn’t used 
to fucking in front of this kind of audience but as a series of 
stars floated across his field of vision he realized he could 
damn well get used to this. 


“Fuck him! Fuck him! Fuck him!” 


The closer Master Marcos got to Asher, the more he could 
clearly see just how brutalized the boy was, but he couldn’t 


stop and he didn’t care. He was just hungry, desperately 
hungry, fueled by the growing intensity of the chants and 
his own electric sensations sweeping through his body, he 
wasted no time. Slipping the tip of his dick to the boy’s 
asshole, he thrust inside in one long, hard drive as he threw 
his head back and roared. “God!” 


“Aaaahhh...nnnnoooo!” Asher screamed and panted, his 
body jerking from the anguish. 


“Fuck him! Fuck him! Fuck him!” 


In and out Master Marcos plunged into the boy’s ass, 
driving his body up from the cold hard steel, and still he 
wanted to go deeper and harder. He roared, his hunger 
building to the point of insanity and he couldn’t stop. 


“Yyyyeeessss.” The host’s voice snarled from behind. 


The chanting continued, turning into a dark group of 
words and ones that Master Marcos couldn’t understand, but 
he was so lost to his own lust he didn’t care. Ragged jolts 
roared through his system, he felt a wave of intense rapture 
sweep through his body. This was utter perfection. Gripping 
and digging his nails into the boy’s battered, flesh he came 
in long hot spurts, squirting his cum deep into Asher’s ass. 
“Yyyyyeeessss!” 


“Drefar Donga Temaine...Drefar Donga Temaine...” 


Licking his lips, Master Marcos finally opened his eyes and 
eased back from the boy. “That was incredible.” There was 
something that had changed in the room and he could 
barely focus on what he was seeing, yet his instincts told 
him he was in deep shit. “What is this?” He turned in a full 
circle, blinking furiously and opened his mouth. When a 


single scream erupted from his lips, he knew it was going to 
be the last sound he ever emitted in his life. 


Chapter Eleven 


Swaying back and froth to the music, the obviously jazzed 
crowd was more into the events in the back rooms than the 
bar scene, and after watching two men and one woman 
being beaten and taken hard Jax was almost incensed. Yet 
every nerve ending in his body was on fire and he could 
barely breathe. His heart raced with every passing minute 
and the sound alone of his blood pumping through his body 
was enough to make him sick. The truth was he was much 
more alive than he’d ever been and he loved every minute 
of it. They’d been shadowed the entire thirty minutes or so 
they’d been in the club and while Jax was fitting into his part 
as well as he could, he was growing antsy. Aleks instincts 
were right. They were being watched for knowledge and 
nothing more. They'd see nothing that mattered tonight. 


From the obvious rushed set up, to the people curiously 
remaining in the same positions, this was merely a fact- 
finding mission. Yet they couldn’t just leave or the entire 
situation would be shut down. While he could call for back 
up and roust the club, he knew they would find nothing 
illegal. He suspected now that he knew what building this 
was in not only would be find all the paper work in order for 
whoever owned the site but that the club would have zero 
attachments to the owner, at least on paper that is. But 
there was something here and Jax could feel it. 


“Come, be a part of the night. | can see your slave is very 
eager to participate.” 


Aleks sighed and studied the owner, studying every 
change in his facial expressions. 


“As a matter of fact | insist that we show you our finest 
facilities first hand. Indulge me.” 


“Very well,” Aleks breathed and jerked on Jax’ leash. 
“What is your pleasure tonight?” 


“Why flogging and fucking of course. If that pleases you,” 
the owner chuckled as he glanced over at Jax watching 
every reaction. 


“Sounds perfect. Where are we going?” Aleks wrapped his 
arm around Jax and pulled him into the heat of his body. 
Kissing the side of Jax’ neck, he ground his groin into his 
ass. “I’m very hungry tonight.” 


Jax sighed and fought showing any reaction, and while he 
wanted to hate this, in truth he was getting turned on but he 
had to fight this. Gulping hard as they were led to the very 
back of the club, he glanced at the equipment and sighed. 
From a staging area already set up to a series of 
apparatuses from “x” crosses to spanking benches there 
was everything that anyone could want with regard to the 
lifestyle. Every part of him was terrified, yet turned on as 
hell and the dichotomy was almost too much to bear. While 
this wasn’t a condoned part of his job, he wasn’t sure how to 
stop the speeding freight train. 


“Come. Allow my helpers to undress him so that he can be 
disciplined property,” the owner cooed as he inched forward 
and lifted Jax’ chin with a single finger. “And as your host | 
would love the first strike.” 


Nodding, Aleks smiled. “Of course.” 


Smiling, the owner nodded toward two men who stood in 
the shadows. As they stepped forward Jax resisted gasping. 
Both standing well over six and a half feet tall, they were 
shirtless wearing only leather pants and boots. Their faces 
covered with full length face masks they appeared ominous, 
and not just because they were muscular and beefy. This 
was getting out of hand. 


“Step forward, my little protégé, and accept your 
punishment. Make me proud,” Aleks growled as he pushed 
Jax forward with a single finger. 


Every part of him shaking Jax moved forward. Out of the 
corner of his eye, he could see some of the crowd moving 
forward, obviously curious about whether the cop could 
handle something of this nature. Dear God, this was going 
to happen. His heart thumping as the men removed his 
shirt, he heard a few murmurs in the audience. Opening and 
closing his eyes, he tried to concentrate and remember why 
he was doing this - to save lives and to get to the bottom of 
these horrible murders. But all he could think about was 
how much he didn’t want this, at least not this way. 


“Such a beautiful body, such a beautiful man. | say you’ve 
selected wisely for your stable, Aleksandr.” 


It was the first time the owner had said a name and there 
was something about the way he said it that stopped Jax. 
Snapping his head, he could see the look of rage and 
Surprise spilling into Aleks’ and that’s when he knew that it 
wasn’t him being played but Aleks. Oh sweet Jesus, they 
were waiting for Aleks to make a mistake. As he moved and 
opened his mouth, he was quickly reminded of his place by 
a backhand that dropped him to his knees. 


“You will obey!” The owner snapped as he held out his 
finger. “You're in my house and you will obey. Finish and 
strap him down.” Turning his heated gaze toward Aleks, he 
Snarled. 


Jerked up onto his feet he could sense the owner 
changing, morphing and yet Aleks was fighting, using all his 
strength to keep the man, the monster from figuring out 
who Jax was. Tethered by their combined blood, a high level 
of current was thrown into Aleks’ system; nearly blinding 
him. Jax was filled with anguish, and was unable to control 
his body or his rage. As light and sound flashed around him, 
filling him with a series of incredible sensations, Jax was 
filled with a heightened level of strength. Panting, he 
attempted to harness control, but his entire body was on 
fire, as if his muscles were bursting from his skin. Unable to 
breathe, a mixture of thudding echoes bounced in his ears 
as his heart raced to the point he thought he was going to 
pass out. From somewhere unknown he heard Aleks’s voice. 


“No!” 


Just then a series of screams and shouts burst in the air 
around them. The spell broken, he was thrown to the floor, 
unable to see for several seconds. Gasping for air, he 
struggled to get to his feet as his brain tried to wrap around 
what had happened. He looked up and could see through 
marred vision near pandemonium in the room as the crowd 
screamed in sheer panic and raced toward the front. “What 
the...Aleks...Aleks!” 


Aleks wrapped his hand around Jax and jerked him all the 
way to his feet. “We have to get out of here.” 


Stumbling forward he couldn’t control his legs. “What’s 
going...on? | can’t...breathe...” 


“Concentrate. Think and listen to my voice. What’s 
happening now is man made.” 


Blinking furiously, Jax concentrated and finally 
understood. The instant a whizzing sound was heard he felt 
a sharp pain in his side. “Fuck!” Snapping his head up and 
groaned. “Gunfire? What?” 


“Hold on, you’ve been shot.” Gathering Jax into his arms 
Aleks half carried him to the front of the building. “This isn’t 
our fight. We have enough to deal with.” 


Hurting like a son of a bitch, he gripped his side. As he 
brought up his hand he could clearly see blood. “Fuck!” Ina 
blur he could see people running away but little else in the 
haze and yet, as they moved through the crowd he heard an 
anguished cry. Somehow in the melee they managed to 
make it to the front of the building and as Jax looked behind 
him he could see a fire had been started. “Shit!” 


He heard another pop and saw a man go down at the side 
of the building. Even from where he stood he could see it 
was the owner who had taken a direct hit. “Shit!” Panting, 
the pain was getting to him but he heard the start of an 
engine and knew instinctively it was the shooter. As the 
lights popped on Jax groaned. There was no way to get to 
the car to see the license plate but as the car sped away 
into the darkened night he could make out the numbers. 
Somehow the thought made him gag. As he heard a 
crackling sound behind him, he knew why the shooter was 
in the building. It had been torched. The second Aleks let 
him go, he dropped to the ground and heaved. 


Aleks roared into the sky and lifted his fist. “This is my 
fault. Mine alone.” Snorting, he stood tall. 


“No. This is man made and I know now who's behind this.” 


As Aleks laughed he shook his head. “No. You don’t 
understand. Stay here.” 


But Jax refused to stay where he was. Through biting pain 
he rose to his feet and advanced toward the dead and as he 
neared he could see clearly what was happening. And it was 
something he never wanted to see again. 


KKK 


“You are out of your mind. There is no way to keep any of 
this out of the press let alone away from the Sergeant,” 
Mike paced back and forth in the emergency room, hissing 
and groaning. 


“First of all I’m fine, and secondly | know what | saw,” Jax 
sighed. The night couldn’t have gone any worse. He sat 
quietly and tried to make sense of everything. He had a 
sinking suspicion that the car was going to come back 
belonging to Congressman Bowen. He could just make out 
the dark Mercedes as well as the plate. While his plan had 
worked, but it hadn’t been in the method he wanted. The 
building torched would mean all evidence was gone too. 
They were back at square one with a lead no one would 
believe and certainly no other eyewitnesses who would 
come forward. Whatever the vision was, he wasn’t ready to 
admit some demon had a part in this. His partner was right. 
He was fucked. “Look, just run the plates for me. Okay?” 


“Yeah and you tell me you think anyone is going to believe 
it’s the congressman?” 


“I know I rattled him. He knows who Lindsay is. There’s no 
doubt in my mind.” 


“Yeah well, going behind company policy and trying to 
track this guy at what, some club that you dragged along a 
civilian to, again isn’t the best way of garnering credibility!” 
Mike snapped. He leaned against the wall and rubbed his 
eyes. “I will tell you one thing though. There’s something 
weird going on with the Congressman.” 


Jax’ ears perked up. “Spill it.” 


“I mean what I say here, until we can thoroughly, and | 
mean thoroughly check this out, none of this shit can leave 
this room. Do you get it?” 


“You bet.” Wincing, Jax touched his side, but damn if he 
didn’t feel better. 


“| found some interesting credit card transactions that he 
was trying to hide. It took me a while, and let me tell you | 
had to pull in some favors, but looks like Chris Bowen was 
paying for Lindsay’s tuition and...” 


“Shit! | knew it!” 


“Hold on here. | just have a feeling there’s something 
more than the fact he was sleeping with the girl. The patrol 
did follow the Barker’s to a very secluded location for lunch 
in Goochland. Course they couldn’t go inside but they 
caught a glimpse of the congressman. That’s all we know.” 


“I can see that face. You Know something else, don’t you?” 


“Let’s just say that Chris and Jameson Barker went to 
school together, as in high school and college.” 


“Really? That’s interesting. Maybe the Barker’s didn’t have 
any money and they were very close.” Now that would shut 
down his thought process and again put them back to 
Square one. 


“Nope. Don’t think that’s it. | did a bit of a credit check 
and the Barker’s invested in to the coalmines like thirty 
years ago. They’re not hurting for money.” 


Jax struggled to his feet and leaned against the counter. 
“None of this makes any sense.” 


“That’s what I’m telling you. All we have is the connection 
with the dead girl and Timmy. Maybe because daddy was 
paying for Lindsay’s tuition, for some reason little Timmy 
wasn’t so sweet if you know what | mean.” Mike gave hima 
Sultry look. 


“Maybe. But that’s too clean that the two end up dead. 
Tell me something. Isn’t the district attorney one man who 
hates Congressman Bowen?” 


“You mean the little shit Mark Shannon? Hell, he and his 
partner have a vendetta against the congressman. 
Remember that huge case they were fighting with Reynolds 
Aluminum?” 


“Vaguely, why?” 


“Seems Congressman Bowen pulled his weight and got 
votes if you Know what | mean and the case was blown up 
literally. Since then they hate the man and have been very 
vocal about making sure the guy wasn’t going to get re- 
elected. Why?” 


Suddenly, several ugly bells went off inside of Jax’ head. 
“Something’s way off here. Either | have a lead on who’s 


doing the revenge kills or we have something else going 
on.” 


“Uh oh. | Know that look. Don’t you dare do it...” 
Just then the door opened. 


Jax pressed his finger over his lips and turned his head. 
His mouth dropped open. “Amanda.” 


“Hello Jax. Mike. Um, could | see Jax alone for a little bit?” 
Amanda asked as she kept her eyes locked on Jax. 


“Sure. | was just going,” Mike sniffed. “l'Il find out about 
the tags and then we’re going to finish this story.” 


“One more thing and do this under the radar. Find out who 
the DA’s partner is.” 


“That | can do. Amanda,” Mike breathed as he nodded and 
headed for the door. 


Jax sighed and rubbed his eyes. “How have you been?” 


“Busy, working all the time. Seems there have been a lot 
of very odd crimes lately that keep the emergency room 
full,” Amanda said as she laid down a folder. 


“I see you're here officially.” 


“Is there any other way between us?” Sucking in her 
breath she looked away. “Look, | Know we should have 
talked more but I just think your life is moving in an entirely 
different direction.” 


“You're right. We should have talked about the pictures 
and...” 


Shaking her head Amanda held up her hand. “Now isn’t 
the time. | want to talk to you about your wound. I’m nota 
doctor but in truth | thought | should talk to you first 
because if a doctor runs any more tests a lot of questions 
are going to be asked.” 


“What in the hell does that mean?” 


“It means Jax that you lost a significant amount of blood. 
When you had the blood transfusion a month ago, you were 
basically anemic but there was something really off about 
your blood so some tests were run. | ran interference risking 
my damn job for you, but your blood is not what it’s 
Supposed to be.” 


Swallowing hard Jax tried to hide his surprise. He had no 
idea she’d run more than the basic tests. As he realized his 
side wasn’t hurting nearly as much as it had before, he had 
a sinking suspicion of why. He rubbed his neck and 
remembered every detail of the bite, the fangs and... 
Closing his eyes a shiver raced down his spine. He hadn’t 
even really allowed himself to think about the experience, 
but now he had to face it. Whatever Aleksandr Vasiliev was 
he wasn’t entirely human. “What do you mean?” 


“Come here.” 
“What?” 


“I said come here,” Amanda said as she gave him a harsh 
look. 


Swallowing hard Jax inched forward. 


As she fumbled with the tape and bandage surrounding 
his chest, she exhaled slowly. “You know after the damn fire 
| really thought all the shit | heard was some weird crap 


coming from madmen. Hell, with the crazy stories I’ve heard 
from you | could believe almost anything. Almost. | didn’t 
hear talk about ripping people to shreds and living for 
centuries and craziness, but the woman you helped save? 
Hell, she gave me an earful about some really interesting 
things, including some ancient civilization bent to rule this 
world and turn all the humans into drones. At the time | 
thought of course given the fact she was terrified over her 
abducted little boy that she was just a little bit insane and 
then...” 


Jax heard the tape ripping and sighed. The moment she 
pulled the bandage away she laughed. 


“And then I see this kind of shit and | know something’s 
up.” 


Gazing down, he could almost see the last of the wound 
healing before his eyes. “I can explain.” 


“Sure you can. | saw the wound when you came in. It’s not 
freaking possible. Who are you, Jax? Maybe | should ask 
what are you.” 


It was the harsh look in her eyes that drove a stake into 
his heart. Swallowing, he opened and closed his mouth 
trying to figure out what to say. “I’m the same man | was 
before. Some things have happened, yes. | can’t lie about 
that but I’m the same man you cared about.” 


“Are you? How would | know? You haven’t been the same 
since the case, and since you met that damned artist. You 
know if | didn’t know better I’d say you truly are something 
that’s not quite... What the hell am | saying? Like there are 
suddenly creatures of the night?” Slapping the folder down, 
hissing. “I just don’t get any of this.” 


“What do you want me to say?” 


She sighed and rubbed her eyes. “Maybe the truth... do 
you care about him?” 


Jax was taken aback. “What?” 


“That’s what | thought. | can see by the look in your eyes. 
You know what’s odd? | felt it in the art gallery that day, the 
very first time you met him. The electricity surrounding the 
two of you was incredible. | was so freaking uncomfortable 
that | could barely think straight. It was suffocating.” 


Jax inched forward. “I didn’t know him then. Whatever you 
think you saw or felt...” 


“Don’t. | Know. I’m not stupid. You and | were convenient 
but | hoped for more.” Shaking her head Amanda could 
barely get the words out. “I’m worried about you. | can 
handle you being with another...lover but I’m worried about 
you... the man. You’re gaunt. Your skin color is transparent 
and your blood is barely recognizable as blood.” 


“Are you thinking I’m sick?” What the hell was he 
Supposed to tell her? That he’d been bitten by a man, his 
lover and ingested the man’s blood. Putting the words 
together was almost too overpowering. Slapping his hand 
over his mouth, he forced back the nausea. 


“I don’t know, but I worry about running any more tests. | 
know enough to realize they'll lock you down in some 
quarantine.” 


“I can’t have that.” 


“Then | suggest you don’t bring yourself into a medical 
facility again,” Amanda advised. “You seem better. The 


wound wasn’t life threatening. | can fake this one more time 
but that that’s it. | do hope you're okay and | really want to 
try and understand one day,” she said quietly. 


“I do too.” Watching her eyes mist over nearly broke his 
heart. Jax closed his eyes and fought the building anger and 
sadness. He couldn’t do this right now. He knew no matter 
what the truth, he was teetering on the brink of insanity in 
one way, Shape or form. “I cared...care about you.” 


Giving him a wry smile she nodded. “Cared. You cared. So 
did I. Whatever is going on with you | won’t talk to anyone 
about it but you need to get yourself together. This Aleks 
guy isn’t good for you no matter what you think. If it’s about 
sex then | think you've really gotten in over your head.” 


“It’s not about sex!” But he said the words too harshly. 
“It’s not.” 


“Well, okay then. l'Il say your wounds were superficial and 
that you didn’t need much attention. That’s about all | can 
do right now.” Grabbing the folder Amanda headed for the 
door. 


“Wait. Please. You have to know this. | really adore you 
and want you happy. The times we spent together were 
wonderful. Please believe me.” 


Sighing, she glanced over her shoulder. “I believe you, Jax. 
And | wish things could be different. | really do. Just take 
care of yourself.” 


As Amanda walked out of the door Jax slumped against 
the cot and clenched his eyes shut. Tears pooled in the 
corners of his eyes. As he wiped them away his hand shook. 
They were tears of blood. 


After the hospital stint, Jax sat at a Starbucks for a full 
hour trying to collect his thoughts. He wasn’t sure what to 
make of his healing except Aleks words remained in the 
back of his mind. He was turning into something else. The 
coffee tasted horrible, his heart raced and he could hear the 
blood coursing through his veins. Brushing his hand through 
his hair he realized it was shaking. Groaning, he pushed the 
cup aside he thought about the congressman and couldn’t 
wait to get the details of the fire. While there didn’t appear 
to be any bodies inside, the arson team was still 
investigating. 


He was ready for another tongue-lashing by Sergeant 
Sikes and in truth deserved it. As he sat still and closed his 
eyes, the visions of his past meshed with vibrant pictures of 
Aleks’ life combining with his own and for several minutes 
he was left breathless. He thought about what Amanda had 
said and the possibility of another world couldn’t be denied 
any longer. As he opened his eyes and studied his hands he 
realized Amanda was right about his skin being more 
translucent. 


For so many reasons he wanted to prove Aleks, Amanda 
and even his own thoughts wrong. As he stared at the 
selection of muffins and cookies, his stomach turned but he 
ordered a blueberry muffin anyway determined to eat the 
cake and enjoy. Halfway through the intended meal he 
couldn’t take it any longer and raced to the bathroom. 
Throwing up the bits of wheat, flour and bile, he hissed and 
shook his head as the blood pounded in his ears. 


When he was able to make it to his feet he threw water in 
his face and gazed at his haunted reflection. “What are you 
turning into?” He had a job to do and he was already going 
to hell so it was time to take it down the road a bit further. 
He tossed all his breakfast items and headed for his car. One 
way or the other he was going to get a confession out of 
Congressman Bowen. 


Driving onto the interstate he glanced at his reflection in 
the rear view mirror and sighed. The golden flecks remained 
in his eyes and he knew he was also very hungry. 


Twenty minutes later he pulled into the neighborhood 
where the congressman lived. Parking down the street he 
eyed the house. Everything seemed quiet but certainly he 
knew looks could be deceiving. He knew the police had 
released Timmy’s body so the funeral was set for tomorrow. 
What a difficult time for the family. As he climbed out of his 
car his cell phone rang. “Hey Mike.” 


“Where are you, buddy?” 
“Just trying to get something to eat.” 
“Thank God for that. You look like shit. We found the car.” 


As Jax eyed a dark Mercedes sitting in the driveway he 
nodded. “The congressman’s?” 


“No. You won't believe this. Your hunch about the DA?” 


Jax walked forward toward the house. “Do | want to 
know?” 


“It was his car and get this, the wife says he’s been 
missing since yesterday afternoon.” 


There was something about hearing the words that made 
his blood curdle. Jax swallowed hard and blinked. “What did 
you say?” 


“You heard me. So perhaps if our DA was driving then he 
knew much more about these kinky clubs than anyone 
realized.” 


“Shit. Let’s see if we can find our...” Before Jax could finish 
he heard a blood curdling scream erupting from the 
congressman’s house. “Shit. | think you need to call the 
police and get them over here to the Congressman Bowen’s 
house.” 


“Why? ” 


“Don’t ask. Just get them here, now!” Jax hit end and 
raced toward the house and he already knew as a vision 
flashed in front of his mind. The congressman was dead. As 
he headed up the driveway he watched in horror as Betty 
Bowen stumbled out the front door and fell on the sidewalk, 
blood on her hands. 


“God! Oh God!” Wailing, she shook back and forth as she 
held her hands out. 


“Mrs. Bowen. What’s happened?” Jax pulled out his gun 
and held it to the side. Lowering to his knees he looked 
around and sighed. He could hear several noises but knew 
better than to think there was anyone in the house. 


“He...he’s dead!” 
“Your husband?” 


“Yes! He...he...” Swallowing hard, she gazed at her hands 
and screeched. “He killed himself! Why? Why?” As she 


dropped her head into her hands, she sobbed. 


“Stay here. Help is on its way.” Rising to his feet slowly Jax 
scanned the perimeter before heading for the house. As he 
entered he listened for any telltale signs of an intruder. Only 
the ticking of the grandfather clock and the low volume of a 
television set coming from somewhere in the back of the 
house could be heard. Every step slow and methodical, he 
moved forward, his eyes darting back and forth across the 
living room. As he moved into the kitchen he could see a pot 
of boiling water on the stove and the obvious preparations 
of a meal. The small television set in the corner of the room 
blared out some cooking show. 


Jax turned slowly and moved to down the hallway, 
checking the stairs as he walked by. Darting into first one 
bedroom, then another, there was nothing out of the 
ordinary. As he moved to the last door at the end he could 
already envision the man. Blinking furiously, he pushed the 
image out of his mind and inched toward the doorway. 
Peering in, he sighed. Christopher Bowen sat at his desk, his 
head down, eyes open staring at nothing. “Jesus!” Shaking 
his head, he moved further inside and glanced at the brain 
matter spewed all over the wall. 


Jax closed the distance to the desk and could clearly see 
the gun still in the congressman’s hand. “What a way to go, 
buddy.” Dragging out his phone he punched in Mike’s 
number. 


“What do you have?” 


“Let’s just say our Mr. Bowen won't be going to anymore 
parties.” 


“Murder?” 


“No, he killed himself.” As Jax peered down at the desk he 
could see a shuffling of papers. He glanced at the computer 
screen knowing the computer was turned on. He used his 
elbow to hit the space bar and his eyes opened up wide. 
“And we have a Suicide note. Get the body farm here. We 
may have a couple of clues as to what the hell is going on. 
Put out an APB on our DA. Did you find out who his partner 
is?” 


“Some guy by the name of Chuck Billingham. I’m going to 
try and track the guy down now and see if he has any idea 
where Mark might be.” 


Jax barely heard him. The screen held much too much 
information and as he sighed and gazed down at the dead 
man, he wasn’t sure what he should do. “Find out what you 
can. | think | know who we need to talk to, but the why is 
what I’m unsure of.” 


“Be there in fifteen.” 


“Okay.” Sucking in his breath Jax read the note again and 
wasn’t entirely sure what to make of it. 


For those of you who know me you know I’m a decent 
man. 


Yet | allowed myself to get involved in the middle of 
something I’m not proud of. 


Now my family is being ripped apart. 


May God forgive me, Timmy, Lindsay | loved you with 
everything in my heart. 


| know what I’ve done and I have to pay before it’s too 
late. 


Only she knows. God help you bitch. 


Who was the she? His wife? He heard the sounds of Mrs. 
Bowen in the other room. Jax moved into the kitchen and 
stood watching as she cleaned off the blood from her hands. 
“I’m very sorry for your loss.” 


Shrugging, she whimpered softly as she continued 
washing her hands. 


He could see steam rising from the sink. “It’s going to be 
okay.” Inching forward he knew she was lost in the quiet 
task as she scrubbed and rubbed her reddening skin. “Mrs. 
Bowen. Stop. Please.” 


But she continued as her head moved back and forward in 
an even fashion. 


“Mrs. Bowen.” Jax closed the distance and flanked her 
side. Her vacant look he’d seen before in victims and he 
could feel her pain. “Betty. Please stop.” Turning off the 
water he grabbed a towel and wrapped it around her hands 
as he turned her to face him. “I’m so sorry. Do you feel up to 
answering a few questions?” 


Biting her lower lip, she inhaled deeply before darting a 
glance into his eyes. “I...don’t...know how much...I can tell 
you.” With every part of her body shaking, she dropped her 
head as tears slipped from her eyes. 


Jax pulled her shaking body into his and sighed as he 
rubbed her back in gentle sweeping motions. “It’s going to 


be okay.” He waited until her breathing calmed before 
easing her back. “Did you have any inkling this was going to 
happen?” Several minutes passed as she continued 
struggling to breathe. When she spoke her voice was barely 
audible. 


“He was odd yesterday when he came home from work. | 
know it was Timmy’s wake, but he seemed so different and 
so cold. He wasn’t a warm man anyway.” Shaking, she 
tipped her head to gaze into Jax’ eyes. 


“Let’s sit you down.” He guided her to a chair and knelt in 
front holding her hands. “Did something happen?” 


“Um... He’s been getting odd phone calls but he’s always 
been so private that | normally know not to ask anything. 
This time he was angry and...! don’t know. He hasn’t been 
sleeping well. When | finally asked him what was wrong, he 
told me to mind my fucking business.” Biting her lip she 
closed her eyes. 


“How did he act at the wake?” 


“Reserved, quiet, he’d barely speak to anyone and he was 
always looking over his shoulder. Then when we got home 
he started drinking and made a phone call. Suddenly he left 
the house.” 


Jax hissed and could hear the officers arriving outside. 
“Did you ask him where he was going?” 


Nodding, she lifted her head. “I did but he just said to take 
care of something.” 


There was something about the look on her face that 
troubled him. “And?” 


“And...” Before she could say anything Mike and several 
officers came into the kitchen. 


“Jax.” Mike nodded. 


“In the office down the hall. Give me a minute,” Jax said, 
giving him a harsh look. 


Mike cocked his head but scanned the room and guided 
the officers out. 


“There’s a note on the computer and it looks like it’s from 
your husband. Did you see it?” Jax asked as he kept his tone 
even. 


Cringing, she whimpered. “No. | heard the shot and ran in 
and tried to...|...” 


Jax rubbed her arm. “Take your time. It mentioned 
something about a girl. Do you know a Lindsay?” 


Snapping her head up, Betty’s eyes were instantly filled 
with anger followed by pain. She swallowed and wiped her 
eyes. “My husband evidently was keeping a double life of 
sorts, or had been. When he left | did some snooping.” She 
laughed nervously as she folded her arms and rocked 
forward. “Yeah. | was quite the little sleuth while he was 
gone. |, um, found a hidden drawer in his desk and | used 
his letter opener to pry it open.” Nibbling her bottom lip she 
eyed the kitchen as she sat trembling. 


Jax could easily see she was having a terrible time with 
telling him what she’d done. “It’s okay. Take your time.” 


“| found some credit card statements and things. | thought 
he had a mistress on the side. | know he did years ago and | 
threatened to leave him then. He said...he told me...” 


Pressing the back of her hand across her mouth, she lifted 
her head and locked eyes with Jax. “He told me he ended 

the relationship and would never have another and that | 

was too special to him to lose. And | believed him.” 


“You think he was having an affair, with whom, Lindsay?” 
Somehow he really didn’t think the girl was the type to have 
anything other than a sugar daddy. But hell, younger 
women loved the power so perhaps, but to call her a bitch in 
his note? No, what if he was calling his wife the bitch? Of 
course. 


Betty shook her head and laughed. “That’s what | thought. 
Worried me to death. | had a few glasses of wine after | 
found the receipts, but you know what was so funny? They 
weren’t about lingerie stores. He was purchasing so many 
weird things like medical tests and books and...| don’t know. 
Anyway, he got home really late and the wine fueled me. So 
| confronted him.” 


Jax could see a spark in her eyes before the light dimmed. 
“What did he say?” 


“He said he hadn’t been having an affair. | confronted him 
with what | found and was so damn angry | thought he was 
going to hit me but instead he broke down. | was shocked. 
He wept and was hysterical and | didn’t know what to do so | 
sat with him until he calmed down and then asked if he 
would tell me.” Her lower lip quivering, Betty inhaled deeply 
and closed her eyes. 


“Did he?” 


“Yeah. | don’t think he told me everything, but he told me 
that...that he...that years ago he...” Lifting her head slowly 
she smiled. “That he had a daughter with the woman he had 
an affair with and that they decided to put her up for 


adoption. Said his best friend in the whole world took her 
after she was born and that he’d been paying for her 
education and other needs as he could over the years. The 
receipts | found were from items paid for her college 
education.” A nervous tick floated across the corner of her 
mouth. “Then he said that he tried to protect her and that 
someone was out to get her or him or...he was a mess when 
he rattled on about it. | don’t know. He was just so angry 
and so upset.” 


“Any idea where he went last night?” If the congressman 
wasn’t the driver, perhaps he was riding with the DA to take 
care of the club. That made even more sense, one to hunt 
down anyone connected and one to torch the place. 
Suddenly he realized who the intended target was - him, of 
course. 


“No. He wouldn’t tell me anything else. But his daughter?” 


As the damning news settled in, Jax resisted gasping, but 
every part of him was shaking. “Did he tell you her name?” 


Betty smiled again. “Lindsay. The girl who was murdered.” 
Throwing her head back she laughed uncontrollably as she 
rocked back and forth, her foot tapping on the kitchen tile. 


Rising to his feet, Jax calmed his nerves and turned as 
Mike came into the room, his eyes full of darkness. “Thank 
you very much. The nice officers are going to need to get a 
formal statement from you.” 


Betty nodded as she gazed out the window, her tears 
returning. 


“Will you allow us to look through your husband's things?” 


“Of course. | don’t know what else you can find but...| 
need to get ready for Timmy’s funeral. Is it all right if | go 
stay with a friend?” 


“Of course. Just make sure you leave all your contact 
information with the officers,” Jax said as he patted her 
hand. “I’m so sorry. | wish | could say more.” 


“Just find out why my Timmy was murdered. | read in the 
news that Lindsay was connected to a BDSM club somehow. 
Do you think that she took my Timmy there?” Her eyes 
almost hopeful, it was obvious she was looking for any 
connection and any answers that made sense. 


Jax opened and closed his mouth. “I don’t know but we’re 
going to check all the possibilities.” Betty nodded. 


As Jax turned away he heard her exhale. What in God’s 
name was the congressman in the middle of? 


“|I found...one other...thing and I think this is...what really 
set him off. | hid it and he did everything to try and get the 
damn thing from me. | thought when he calmed down we 
could talk about what | found.” Betty’s strangled voice 
Skipped. 


Turning slightly he watched as she reached into her bodice 
and pulled out a small vial. Swallowing hard he took the 
glass tube from her hands. 


“Any idea what it is? Just seeing | had it made him so 
damn mad. So mad.” 


Jax turned toward Mike who wore an expression of 
connecting the dots. “That’s what we’re going to find out, 
Mrs. Bowen.” Holy shit! The powdered contents had to be 
some kind of drug. Was it possible he and some others were 


in some kind of kinky club utilizing drugs and prostitution for 
other, more sinister purposes? The possibilities were endless 
and yet there were too many loose strings. “Thank you for 
your candor.” 


“Candor? If l’d really thought about the ugly situation, | 
would have known he could never be free of the past after 
all these years.” Her smile wry, she jerked to her feet as two 
officers entered the room. “You never know who you're 
married to, do you?” 


Jax followed Mike out of the kitchen and shook his head. 


“Is that what I think it is?” Mike asked as the moved into 
the office. “Jesus what a freaking mess.” 


“I’m going to guess yes,” Jax breathed. He could feel the 
mystery unraveling but he’d been around the block long 
enough to know there had to be a bigger picture and a 
mastermind behind the secretive club or clique the 
gentleman were involved in. 


As officers continued taking pictures of the dead man from 
every angle and measuring trajectories they waited. 


“I don’t like this shit at all. This is a huge game.” 
“So you think more shit’s comin’ down?” Mike hissed. 


“No doubt and my bet is we’re going to find the sexy 
designer drug.” Jax walked around the desk and could 
instantly see the lower drawer had been jimmied. 


“You think he’s our killer?” 


“No. | honestly don’t. Do | think he could have had a part 
in torching the club | was at? You bet. My guess is he and 


this DA, are head over heels in the middle of something 
they couldn’t get themselves out of. | think Lindsay was 
killed as a warning that all secrets were going to come out.” 
He stared down at the desk and could see Chris had been 
gathering some files together. 


“So you think that’s why he killed himself?” 


“Yeah, that and so he couldn’t implicate anyone else. If we 
already have a congressman and a DA involved, in possibly 
drugs and probably prostitution, then how much further 
does the tangled web weave?” 


Mike snorted as he gazed down at the desk. “An awful lot 
of possible and maybes, and you know that isn’t going to fly 
well with the Sergeant or the press. After the bombing, the 
press has already connected the dots and the fact you were 
there so it’s just a matter of time before the Mayor gets 
involved or in your face.” 


Easing the bottom desk drawer open he could see a false 
bottom. “What other secrets did you keep?” 


“So what else are you thinking?” 


“I’m thinking we need to keep the vial a secret as we get 
it tested, sort through this mess and then...” Jax gazed at 
his partner. “Who is the missing piece to this?” 


“What do you mean?” 


“So we have a DA who supposedly hated our dead 
congressman and yet | saw them chummy yesterday. We 
have one club blown to bits where some of the players | 
know were at the opening of Aleks’ club the other night, so 
that means they are heavy hitters in the world of money at 
minimum and politics probably.” 


Mike nodded. “I’m following you so far.” 


“The DA is now missing, which means that maybe he’s 
running scared knowing that Congressman Bowen’s wife 
found out about Lindsay and the drugs. So that would mean 
someone else is involved. They were all invited to the big 
BDSM opening to open their eyes and | know for a fact 
several attorneys and members of the senate were there. 
Isn’t all this curious?” 


“Wait, you’re thinking Judge Reynolds?” 
“Well, the DA was working for him. Right?” 


Mike slapped his forehead. “Holy shit! That’s good. Yeah, 
one turned sides. Kind of weird to do it for drugs or girls 
though.” 


“But not for blackmail.” 


“Okay. | say when we finish up here we, and | do mean we, 
go talk with the Judge and rattle him a bit. Maybe he'll give 
us a lead to where Mark Shannon is.” 


Jax nodded. “First we look at the evidence here. There’s 
more to this. | can feel it.” 


“| hear you, brother. Tangled webs never end well.” 


As the body was moved finally, they set out to search the 
desk. 


“You know what | can’t figure out?” Mike said several 
minutes later. 


“What?” 


“How your buddy, that artist guy, always ends up smack 
in the middle of this shit.” Cocking his head Mike gave Jax a 
look. 


“What do you mean?” Yet his hackles rose. 


“Come on guy. Don’t you think perhaps it’s a bit odd that 
body parts turned up in his office mysteriously, supposedly 
from one of our victims? Then you’re at a club where 
contact was made to him, not you. You then said yourself 
those members of the elite and some very powerful 
politicians were invited to Aleks’ club reopening, right in the 
middle of several murders involving said politicians? Isn’t it 
odd he knew about The Crypt and told you exactly how to 
get into it and you followed through?” 


Opening and closing his mouth, Jax sighed. He 
remembered the look on Aleks’ face when he asked him 
about the prostitution. Could it be possible that Aleks had 
been lying to him the entire time? Wouldn’t he have known 
if...if... Clenching his fists he sucked in his breath. 


“Isn't it very odd Aleks is the only direct connection to the 
players? What if the revenge is his alone and what 
happened during the other murders?” 


Jax dropped his head as his blood chilled. “It’s possible.” 


Chapter Twelve 


As Mike drove toward the office of Judge Reynolds, Jax 
contemplated what they’d found. From bank receipts to 
credit cards, almost every aspect of Lindsay’s financial life 
was played out in black and white and Jax suspected there 
was much more in another location. They found one picture 
of the two of them together and it had to have been taken 
at her high-school graduation. He questioned whether 
Lindsay had any idea that Congressman Bowen was her 
father. They could find no wrong doings of the Barkers and 
the adoption from the little he’d gleaned seemed on the up 
and up but the Barkers would have to be talked to at some 
point. 


The one interesting slip of paper that intrigued Jax the 
most was the apparent and very veiled blackmail threat. 
And he had no doubt the good Judge was behind it. 


“Did you ever get anything on the medieval weapons?” 
Jax hoped there was a logical answer for the slaughters. 


“I talked to several experts and even showed them a copy 
of some of the wounds. One of the guys | talked to was big 
into the entire scene and weapons since he was a kid. He 
even provides weapons for the movies that are filmed up 
and down the East Coast.” 


“And?” 


Mike shrugged. “Said he’s seen a lot of damage done with 
idiots who couldn’t use the weapons and some kids who 


even tried to act out a part or two, but said he’d never seen 
one make those kinds of wounds, too precise.” 


“Too precise?” Jax coughed. 


Stealing a glance Mark nodded. “Yeah. He said even the 
re-built ones of today are done as close to the real thing as 
possible and back then they couldn’t get a straight edge.” 


“Did he have any theories?” 


“Yeah, but you don’t want to hear it,” Mike snorted. “Wait, 
what am I saying, Mr. Death. I’m sure you do.” 


“Mike!” 
“Fine. Okay. He said it reminded him of claw marks.” 


A shiver trickled down his back. “Claw marks? Like a fake 
metal hand?” 


“He said we could have the tissue analyzed but there’s 
some ancient belief about some creatures of the night that 
as they turn more into the creatures from hell, their blood is 
slowly ionized with iron and gives off a metal appearance. | 
don’t know. Sounded like bullshit to me, but the claw mark 
bit about a fake hand? That’s a possibility.” 


Jax’ head hurt like a son of a bitch. Hearing the thoughts 
gave him one too many ideas and none of them had any 
bearing on reality. “l'Il talk to Charlotte and see if she can 
run some tests.” 


“Good idea.” 


They remained quiet for some time. 


“You going to talk to your buddy?” Mike asked casually as 
he sniffed. 


“I want to see what our judge has to say first, but yeah. | 
think | have to.” 


“Good. That’s the first damn piece of common sense 
you've said in awhile.” 


Jax shook his head. Why would Aleks lie to him? Was he 
really that intent on having him join in some insane activity? 
Groaning, he rubbed his neck and thought about what 
Amanda said. There were so many aspects of what had 
happened that made no sense whatsoever. “Whatever 
happens, | want you to know you've been a wonderful 
partner, the best. | have never wanted to put your life or 
your career in jeopardy.” 


Mike shifted and turned a heated gaze in his direction. 
“Said like you think something horrendous is going to 
happen. What aren’t you telling me, and why did Amanda 
seem so damned terrified when she came into the room?” 


“I’m just saying because this is a strange case. | think 
whoever torched the building is coming after me.” 


“Well | took the liberty of checking out who owns the place 
and as | expected, it’s a holding company. I’ve got one of 
the interns trying to track it down, but as you can imagine 
these folks hide that info really well.” 


“Oh | doubt you'll find a damn thing. It’s possible given the 
building, was one they found that they could use at the last 
minute.” 


Mike fiddled with the radio. “Tell me something. What do 
they do in these types of clubs?” 


Jax eyed his partner and chuckled. “Sex, bondage, 
Submission, domination, anything and everything you could 
ever want, you can find a partner for.” 


“And um...you like this shit?” 


There was something about the way Mike asked the 
question that really gave Jax pause. “I’m intrigued by the 
concept but that’s about all | can say.” But as his heart 
raced, he knew it was such a fucking lie, not only to his 
partner, but also to himself. The thought of being strapped 
to the cross and flogged not only was a powerful 
aphrodisiac, but gave him a dry mouth. It was exactly 
something he craved, for so many years. The thought of 
having Aleksandr wield the whip was scintillating. 


And the end of time is upon us. 


Blinking furiously Jax sucked in his breath. What the hell? 
The words reverberated in his ears. Shaking his head, he 
gazed down at his hand and could swear it was glowing. 


“You okay buddy? You look kinda pale,” Mike said. 
“Yeah. Fine.” But Jax knew something was happening. 
Drefar Donga Temaine. 


Remembering the scattered whisper of his visitor 
reminded him that there was more than one evil lurking in 
the shadows. Willing the ugly thoughts and the terror aside, 
he balled his fist and brought it to his forehead. His blood 
was racing and for a moment he could swear he could feel 
his heart beating to the point that the muscle was going to 
burst. He panted and grabbed the dashboard. 


“Jax. | don’t like this. Do we need to get you to a doctor or 
something?” 


“No. I’m...fine. Really, just a little light headed that’s all.” 
“Why don’t | freaking believe you?” 


No! No...you are not going to get inside my head. But 
there was something about the girl that was far more than 
haunting. It was as if she was trying to warn him about 
something. But what? As he gazed out the window 
something caught his eye. “Fuck!” 


“What’s wrong?” 


“Stop the damn car.” Hissing, Jax brushed his hand 
through his hair and almost ripped out several strands. His 
blood racing, he could sense death was near. But who and 
why now? “I said, stop the fucking car!” He turned his head 
and snarled as he glared at Mike. Barely able to focus, stars 
flashed in front of his eyes marring his vision. Fighting to 
breathe, he clutched his chest as Mike jerked the car toa 
stop. 


“What...the fucking hell...is going on with you?” 


Fumbling with the car handle Jax threw open the door and 
climbed out, racing toward the sidewalk. As he looked 
around he could see they were in a bad part of downtown 
where there were more dilapidated buildings than anything 
else and yet the streets were lined with cars. Glancing up 
and down the street a glimmer caught his attention. “Shit!” 
He raced toward the car and when he got beside the dark 
blue Mercedes he almost screamed. “Oh shit!” 


Mike trotted up behind him, panting as he gazed down at 
the car. “Is this what | think it is?” 


“Yep. We found the car.” Jax could still hear the girl’s voice 
echoing in his ears. What was she warning him of? “Now 
where’s our Mark Shannon?” 


“Tl call it in.” 


“It’s escalating. We need to get to the Judge now.” Turning 
around quickly he nearly bumped into Mike. “What?” 


Mike stared into his eyes unblinking. “Nothing.” 
“What?” 


“It’s just that | could have sworn...!| could have sworn 
when you looked at me before your eyes were blood red and 
shining in gold. I think | need a drink this time.” Shaking his 
head Mike walked back toward the car. 


And Jax fell against another, panting. As he pressed his 
finger across his jugular vein he could feel just how hard his 
heart was beating. Grunting, he looked toward Mike and 
sucked in his breath. He was growing very hungry. 


KKK 


Aleks grew restless. He could sense Jax’ growing 
uneasiness, his thirst and something else he wasn’t used to 
with the man - fear. He was genuinely terrified of 
something. Hissing, he walked toward the window and 
scanned the parking lot. There was no doubt something was 
going to happen sooner rather than later. As he tipped his 
head to the sky, the bright sun could barely hide his vision 
of the changing moon. If the Red Moon struck and either 


they were apart or if the Drulins were in town to try and 
capture at minimum Aleks, then there could be a shift in 
power. While he didn’t want to believe in the old stories, 
fables as he used to call them, he now knew there were 
things happening completely beyond his control. Durac had 
only been the beginning. Dimitri was in serious danger and 
if the Drulins imprisoned him then the boy would be next. If 
the ancient prophecies were correct, then they would rule 
and the vampires would belong to them. 


All of humanity would suffer. Snarling, he clenched his fist 
and tried to figure out what to do. There were humans at the 
club but someone or something had lured both he and the 
Detective there. Initially neither had been in immediate 
danger, but a very human person had almost taken Jax’ life. 
No matter the lifeblood of his own body flowing through Jax, 
a bullet to the brain or heart would have ended the man’s 
life. 


He could smell betrayal all around him and yet he couldn’t 
place exactly who it was. That meant someone was helping, 
not only a human minion but protecting them and masking 
their identity from so many. Aleks rubbed his eyes and 
suddenly he could sense the creature lurking in the 
Shadows. Sniffing, he realized the being was not human nor 
vampire, but then again not Drulin either. As he allowed his 
fangs to elongate, he stretched as his beast rose to the 
surface. “You come to my home and break inside. Do you 
not know you’re dealing with a monster?” 


“I come in peace.” 


The voice was decidedly masculine and full of masked 
truth. Aleks turned slowly and while the handsome, youthful 
face somehow surprised him, he could see in the boy’s eyes 
something of his kind. “Who are you?” 


He smiled and eased into the light. “Do you not know the 
boy who tended to your wounds when you were dying in the 
first days? Do you not know the one who brought you fresh 
kill and blood, forcing you to partake or succumb to the 
Black Death?” 


Narrowing his eyes, a flash of memory settled into Aleks’ 
mind and one he’d succumbed to for centuries. “Misha?” 


Misha nodded and twirled before inching closer, a soft 
laugh coming from his mouth. “Yes. It’s been far too long.” 


Unwanted memories floated through Aleks’ mind, sending 
him back into the days of sheer hell where he fought every 
aspect of his turning until he almost died. It was true that 
only the boy’s constant care had kept him alive and he’d 
almost slaughtered Misha when his hunger overwhelmed 
him. Only what was left of his supposed humanity had kept 
the boy alive. “The club. Not the same, Misha.” 


“| didn’t know the Master was going to be there until it 
was too late. He tricked me. | thought | was protecting and 
biding time.” 


“The Master. Interesting.” The one who called himself the 
Master would be the leader of the Drulins and the one 
taking the majority of human lives. If he were a true Master 
then he would be very powerful and difficult to kill. “Why are 
you here? What is it from our past that has you come to find 
me other than following your Master’s orders?” 


“It’s much bigger than just that, Aleksandr, and you know 
it in your heart even though you refuse to accept. There are 
also many things about my life that you didn’t know then. 
You never asked,” Misha said as he moved closer still. 


“I knew that you were brought by Durac to force me to 
accept the monster | had become,” Aleks snarled, but the 
story wasn’t entirely true. 


“That is only partially true. | was also sent as a gift from 
my people to see if you were truly the one.” 


“The one?” 
“Our King.” 


Aleks inhaled deeply and walked around Misha. Sensing 
nothing but the truth he knew what this would mean. “You 
are Drulin and you’ve come because of the Red Moon?” 


“Hmmm...” Misha tipped his head as he walked to the 
window and gazed into the sky. “I am Drulin, yes, or | was. 
Tell me, our King, have you ever heard of the Kindred?” 


Aleks searched his memory banks. While Durac boasted of 
the stories of the vampires, he rarely talked about the 
Drulins or their lives. They were considered nothing more 
than bargaining chips and those to be used as what they’d 
become, slaves. But yet Aleks had heard of such a being - if 
only by being a wonderful myth. “You’re a changer. More 
human than Drulin, you are supposed to be able to give to 
the creatures as they change, what they desire the most, 
their human form back.” Perhaps that’s why the monster 
transformed and lived at the club. 


Misha tipped his head and smiled. “You have learned of 
our kind. For that | applaud you. You are right and in 
centuries past, one taste of my blood could keep a Drulin 
from turning into the monster that they were becoming for 
almost a year but now the effects from constant inbreeding 
have changed everything. The Elders of our kind need a 
blood infusion much faster. One aspect they did learn along 


these many centuries of living in such utter squalor, was 
that the blood of true humans could do almost the same 
thing and sometimes even for longer. The only difference is 
that while they feed, fuck me and strike me, | can’t die. For 
a human, it is one time only. Hence we could be discovered 
far too easily.” 


Aleks watched the boy telling the story and heard a ring of 
truth. Even the times he’d been confronted by what so 
many considered to be ugly creatures... spawn of the devil 
himself, he’d seen certain changes after a kill. But a Kindred 
was myth only. 


“I can see you don’t believe. l'Il prove it.” 


“Why are you here? What do you want? To bring me to 
your Elder, the Master, so that | may be taken? If you have 
me then you stand a chance of gaining what you had 
centuries ago. If the legend hold true, then by killing me you 
become very human again and can rule over the vampires 
who will become your slaves.” 


Misha smiled. “And they said you were a foolish King, not 
accepting your rightful place, which of course has allowed 
our kind to formulate a plan and to get much closer to what 
you speak of. You must know that without your other mate 
that we only begin part of our supposed destiny.” 


“Yes. That’s why your kind is here. Believing my true mate 
lives here, in this very human town,” Aleks said, masking 
the truth. “It’s simply not the case.” 


“And you and | both know better. Don’t worry, only | know 
and understand the importance of the detective you so 
crave.” 


Hissing, Aleks narrowed his eyes yet his blood raced. He 
would have to kill the boy and then war would break out. 
“I’m in no mood for riddles. As you can imagine | won’t be 
taken.” 


“I’m not here to betray you,” Misha stepped away from 
the window. 


“Then why are you here?” There was something 
completely truthful about Misha’s statement and for a 
moment Aleks could see true pain and a flash of the horror 
the boy had been through. “Tell me.” 


“I’m here to end the horrors. | no longer care about my life 
but | can’t allow what the Drulins have turned into to be 
unleashed on the rest of the world. You may not remember, 
but after you came to some terms with who you’d become, 
you spent time with me. What you didn’t know was that | fell 
in love with you.” 


Aleks opened and closed his mouth. Hearing Misha say the 
words reminded him of a time they’d shared, but then again 
he couldn’t allow himself to believe. The boy could be 
nothing more than a plant. Still, he could see Misha was 
hiding something. “While | could choose to believe, there’s 
much more to this story than undying love. Why should | 
believe you?” 


“Yes and no, but | understand your concern, which is why | 
need to prove to you who and what | am. Your detective is in 
serious danger, as are you. You were very lucky there was 
another for the Master to feed on or another hunt would 
have captured him but the Red Moon is approaching and 
you need to understand what it is you have to do and what | 
have to do. There is no other way. In order for that to 
happen you must trust me.” 


“And how am | supposed to be able to trust you?” 


Misha smiled as he gazed into Aleks eyes. Drawing off his 
shirt, he tossed it to the floor and closed the distance. “Kill 
me,” 


“What?” 


“If I am Kindred then l'Il heal in front of your eyes. You 
know I’m not a vampire so there is no other way for me to 
heal. Strike me down as only a vampire can do and watch.” 


“Ah, but your Master healed last night.” 
Cocking his head Misha sighed. “Bullets, King Aleksandr?” 


Aleks snarled as he inched forward. If what the boy was 
saying were true then as he struck he would be tethered in 
a sense to Misha for a time and could gain some knowledge. 
But if the boy were only sacrificing himself to escalate the 
war, then he’d have little time to try and save Jax. Weighing 
the odds he scrutinized Misha and the second the boy 
closed his eyes and held out his arms, Aleks knew what he 
had to do. 


His strike was quick. Using his razor sharp talons, he 
ripped down the boy’s chest to his groin, carving through 
muscles and cartilage. As the blood flowed he had to resist 
his natural urge to feast upon the carnage. Drawing back, 
his beast completely surfaced and it was all he could do not 
to finish what had been started. Tamping back his urges, he 
stumbled backward as Misha slid to the ground, his body 
broken, his blood soiling the scattered rugs. For a flash there 
was humanity in the back of his mind, and yet he was no 
longer human. 


Aleks roared as the boy lay dying and yet he could feel 
and see every powerful emotion, every fleeting moment of 
the boy’s life as he stumbled backward. From the beginning 
to the time they shared and the horrors and bloodshed that 
Misha had seen or been a party to. Aleks saw every aspect 
of the life so few could understand. As he gazed down at the 
almost translucent figure, Aleks snarled and forced his beast 
back. 


While Misha should be dead, Aleks could feel his life 
reforming and charging. And in the few additional precious 
seconds of being tethered he could see another shadowy 
figure, one Misha was trying so desperately to hide. It was 
the real reason that Misha was giving up his life and his very 
soul. And it was one thing that would damn them both. 
Hissing, Aleks closed his eyes and called out to Jax in his 
mind. And the end of time is upon us. 


When he opened his eyes and gazed back at the very 
alive ones belonging to Misha, he gasped and he believed. 


“Allow me to help you,” Misha whispered. 


KKK 


“So you’re honestly going to sit here and tell me that you 
have nothing to do with some old boy’s club with your 
buddy the congressman?” Jax huffed as he paced the 
Judge’s office. They’d decided to play good cop bad cop and 
he could tell Judge Reynolds was rattled by his shaking hand 
and darting eyes, yet the guy wasn’t budging. 


“If any of you knew my background with Congressman 
Bowen, you would certainly know that we don’t walk in the 
same circles. In truth, we can’t stand each other,” Judge 
Reynolds said as he gave them both a harsh glare. 


“Interesting though that you’re close with the District 
Attorney, Mark Shannon, right?” Mike asked as he gave the 
Judge a smile. 


“Right hand boy. Love working with him,” the judge 
chortled. 


Jax looked at Mike and they both shrugged. 


“What?” Judge Reynolds hissed as he narrowed his eyes. 
“I don’t like this shit. My son was murdered and you haven't 
figured out who murdered him, but you come here and 
accuse me of something as heinous as what? Being a part of 
some group who participates in having people murdered?” 


“| don’t think we accused you of anything,” Mike said 
quietly. 


“However, would it surprise you to know that your right 
hand boy is very close to Congressman Bowen?” Jax added, 
locking his eyes on the Judge. 


“TE Know Mark.” 


Jax could clearly see how concerned the judge was about 
the news. “I’m curious about something. Do you know a 
Lindsay Barker?” 


A flash of horror crossed the judge’s face. “No. Should 1?” 


“Seems that she knows you. We have some very racy 
pictures of you with the girl. We certainly know she was 


involved in a very upper level class of prostitution to fund 
her needs. Tell me, were you the sugar daddy she talked 
about on her Facebook page?” While Jax was winging it he 
could tell instantly something had transpired between the 
judge and Lindsay and eyed Mike nodding in a silent 
connection. 


“No...no! A picture? You mean that dead girl? The one who 
was murdered?” Judge Reynolds gripped his desk. 


“Very much like your son, judge,” Mike said. “Was 
someone threatening you with information about your 
extracurricular activities?” 


Snarling, the judge looked from Jax to Mike. “What the hell 
are you talking about?” 


“What are we talking about? We’re talking about a 
prostitution and drug ring. We’re talking about using young 
women in a secret club where you have men of all ages use 
and abuse them, and | suspect you drugged some of them, 
so they'll be compliant with all phases of very harsh BDSM. | 
also suspect that one or more of you have gotten greedy 
and either wanted more of the action, or wanted to take 
over completely. What | suspect is that you got in over your 
head, sir, and have no way out.” Slamming his hand down 
on the judge’s desk for emphasis, Jax kept his eyes locked 
on the man, refusing to blink. 


As he sucked in his breath, Judge Reynolds said nothing 
fora moment. Narrowing his eyes he leaned over his desk 
and spoke softly. “You threatening me, son?” 


“No sir.” Jax smiled. 


“Cause it seems an awful lot like a threat and from what 
I’ve heard you don’t need any more heat coming down on 


” 


you. 


“Judge, did you know that Congressman Bowen killed 
himself this morning after receiving a blackmail threat and 
having his wife find out about Lindsay and the secret kink 
club?” Mike smiled as he folded his arms. 


“What?” Snapping his head Judge Reynolds gave Mike a 
look before swallowing hard. 


“Yep, and did you know the note insinuated that you had 
something to do with Lindsay’s death?” Jax added. 


“That’s crazy!” the judge hollered. 


“Did you also know, that Lindsay was Congressman 
Bowen’s daughter?” Mike added. 


Jax could see the man’s resolve crumble. He waited as the 
information settled in and the judge sat down hard in his 
chair. “Just talk to us. We know you didn’t want anything to 
happen to your boy.” 


Opening and closing his mouth the judge dropped his 
head, his body shaking. 


“I'll get you some water,” Mike said as he headed toward 
the sink. 


“Water? Fuckin’ hell, get me a scotch.” The judge closed 
his eyes and sighed. “It wasn’t supposed to be like this. It 
just wasn’t. | don’t know what the hell happened or how 
Taylor got involved. | mean...the boy...he... Fuck!” 


“I think he was probably a target, sir,” Mike said quietly. 


“Bastard!” Judge Reynolds shook. 


Jax nodded to Mike who strolled to the small bar. The man 
had been threatened. No doubt. “How many of you are 
involved?” 


“Six. Hell, now five. You know it just started out as fun 
really. We wanted to enjoy some kinky cravings and some of 
us knew some people, so one thing led to another. For a 
while that’s all it was. We partied and it was safe. Shit. We 
got together once or twice a month and drank and played. 
That’s it. Then somewhere along the way one of us, and I’m 
not entirely sure who, had the idea we could make some 
money doing it. You know, having a damn hot top class 
escort service. We all kinda laughed about the concept for a 
good two years and then something happened. We, ina 
sense, opened our doors and it just kind of morphed from 
there.” 


“Morphed? How does something like this morph?’ Mike 
asked as he set the glass of scotch down with a thud. 


“The girls wanted more and we were happy to supply | 
guess,” Judge Reynolds said as he gripped the glass. 


“What about the drugs?” Jax asked. 


Judge Reynolds shrugged. “In truth, one of the girls 
brought them in about a year ago. You have to understand 
something. By this point we were all older men and um... 
well this one drug was amazing to us.” 


Jax shook his head. “Viagra on speed.” 


“Exactly,” the judge whispered. Passing the glass back 
and forth in his hands he sighed. “Chris is really dead?” 


“Afraid so,” Jax sighed. “Who are the other players?” 


“I don’t want to implicate them. They really didn’t have 
much to do with this.” 


Mike laughed. “We have several murders on our hands 
and it’s obvious someone wanted revenge. It’s also obvious 
that one or more of this little clique was blackmailing the 
other. | think you better come clean with all you know or 
you’re going down for the crime all by yourself.” 


“What about Mark?” The judge asked. 


Jax sighed. “He’s missing. Any idea where he might be 
holed up?” Another test; he didn’t think the Judge knew 
anything. 


“Look, Mark is into some kinky shit,” the judge sighed as 
he leaned back in his chair and rubbed his eyes. 


“Aren't you all?” Jax said through clenched teeth. 
Mike gave him a harsh look. “How so?” 


“You know, heavy duty BDSM. Whips. Chains. Hell, the 
man was a walking talking encyclopedia about everything 
you could imagine. Don’t get me wrong. | enjoy a bit of kink 
but he wanted things that weren’t normal.” 


“What does that have to do with where he might be?” Jax 
had a bad feeling creeping up the back of his neck. 


“Means he mentioned in passing yesterday about going to 
some club last night, some weird invitation. | didn’t ask and 
in truth didn’t want to know,” Judge Reynolds said as he 
shook his head. “Probably holed up with some girl.” 


Jax eyed Mike. “So how did this work with your little club?” 


“It was simple, we either met at a club or someone’s 
house and had a big party with a special - by invitation only 
- list. The girls were all over eighteen and most of them 
wanted to do this so...” 


“You didn’t really think of it as prostitution?” Mike snorted. 


“I know it sounds terrible, but that’s exactly what I’m 
saying. | can assure you that none of us wanted anything to 
happen to the girls.” 


“Tell me about the blackmail.” Jax paced the room before 
staring out the window. Now they were getting somewhere. 


“| guess | started receiving threats about two weeks ago,” 
the judge said quietly. 


Snapping his head around Jax stared down at the man. 
“What did you say?” 


“I thought that’s what you wanted to know about. | didn’t 
know that Lindsay was Chris’ daughter. | swear to God. She 
and | have been carrying on for a while. | admit | didn’t want 
Chris to know and when the threats came, at first stating 
they were just going to expose our ploy, | ignored it, telling 
them I'd be happy to talk to Chris first. Then the threats 
escalated. They were going to take everything to the press 
and expose everything. They wanted more and more.” The 
judge looked back and forth between the two detectives. 
“Isn't that what you mean?” 


Jax could feel his blood coursing through his body. “So you 
started blackmailing Chris in turn.” The instant the judge 
heard the words Jax knew that wasn’t the case. 


“Hey. | wasn’t going to do anything stupid like what the 
jerk off wanted and | highly doubt that Chris would have 


wanted me to. Things were getting really weird anyway with 
odd phones calls. Hell, | was getting so damn paranoid | 
could barely drive without looking over my shoulder. | don’t 
like Chris as the politician, but | know the man and he 
wouldn’t let something like this happen.” Throwing back the 
rest of his scotch, the judge slid the glass on his desk, his 
hand shaking so badly he almost dropped it. 


“And what did the blackmailer want?” Mike asked. 


“Slaves. They wanted slaves and | didn’t fuckin’ ask for 
what. And they wanted us out of the drugs real bad.” 


Jax inhaled and stared at Mike. “I need the names of the 
other participants involved. One of you is out for more than 
just money. Somebody wants blood.” Suddenly both Jax and 
Mike’s phones rang. Hissing, as he looked at the display he 
knew instinctively what happened. “lIl take it. Please read 
the judge his rights.” Walking into the hall Jax answered the 
call. “Sergeant.” 


“Well, we found Mark Shannon or what was left of him. 
He’s been tortured and torn apart. This is worse than the 
others. The officers have the scene contained but I think you 
need to get down here.” 


“Sergeant. This is bigger than we think it is. You have to 
listen to me because not only was the Congressman 
involved with a little boy’s club, but so were the dead 
district attorney and Judge Reynolds. They were also being 
blackmailed. Mike is getting the names of the others 
involved and in truth, I think their lives might be in danger.” 
He could hear the strained hiss on the other end of the line. 


“AS long as you have solid evidence, fine. l'Il have the 
others picked up, but do this quietly until we have 
everything in place.” 


“| understand. Where was he found?” 


“In a back alley down at he base of Church hill. | have no 
idea what the hell the guy was doing there but after you 
called in the car it didn’t take long.” 


Jax swallowed hard. There had to have been another party. 
He had a feeling the congressman was supposed to be the 
one dead. Interesting. “I’m on it. Tell them to keep the press 
out.” 


“Will do, and you damn well better be right about this or 
we're all dead.” 


As he ended the call he held the phone to his head and 
sighed. They were running out of time and he suspected 
there was a mastermind behind this but why? There was still 
a huge missing piece of the puzzle. Walking back into Judge 
Reynolds’ office he could see a broken man. “We have to go. 
Mark Shannon has been found.” 


Mike shook his head. “Shit. Got the names of the others, 
after this | don’t think politics is going to be the same in this 
town again.” 


“Call them in on the way. The nightmare isn’t over yet.” 
Glancing at the judge Jax took one last stab in the dark. “Did 
anything else at all odd happen or any other people that 
took an interest in your club?” 


Judge Reynolds shook his head and then narrowed his 
eyes. “Mark said something about a woman the other day. 
Said she’d approached him one night at a club about joining 
her in something extra special and he said she eluded to a 
club similar. He wasn’t sure if she meant the club they were 
at or ours. Scared the crap out of him though.” 


Every red flag went off in the back of his mind. Aleks, 
What have you done? “What club was he in?” 


“Dark Towers, the night of the reopening. Mean anything?” 
the judge asked. 


Mike hissed. “The police are on their way. | suggest you 
not try and leave or they will hunt you down.” 


“lam an officer of the law...I...” Dropping his head Judge 
Reynolds groaned. “Oh my God. What have | done?” 


“Ruined your life and many others. Come on.” The pieces 
were finally falling into place. The only woman in the club 
that would have garnered fear in the DA’s heart was the 
ferocious woman who could have eaten him for breakfast at 
the hidden club in Dark Towers. As they neared the car Jax 
stopped short. “Shit!” 


“What?” 
“Who did you say the name of Mark’s partner is?” 


“Chuck Billingham and before you ask, he’s smack in the 
middle of this.” 


“Fuck! Yeah, | just bet Charles is in more ways than one 
and | bet we won't find him either,” Jax jerked out his phone 
and punched in Aleks’ number. 


“What the hell are you talking and who are you calling?” 


As they climbed into the car Jax hissed. “Answer the 
fucking phone, you prick.” 


Mike started the engine and jerked away from the 
sidewalk, tires screeching on the pavement. “What are you 


doing?” 


“I think | know who the woman is and if I’m right, my 
guess is she’s working for a larger client. We just have to 
figure out who and why.” As voice mail kicked in he fumed. 
“Aleks, | need the name of the damn woman in the back 
club and you know exactly who | mean. We have a crisis on 
our hands and if you don’t want more dead bodies, meaning 
murder victims, that | attach you and your fucking club to, 
then | expect a call back real soon. You’ve been doing a lot 
of lying to me and at this point l'Il haul your ass into jail, no 
matter what might happen to you. Do you understand me 
clearly?” Hitting end, he resisted pitching the phone. “Son of 
a bitch.” 


“You think Dark Towers is a front and Aleks is behind all of 
this, don’t you?” 


“It’s...it’s a possibility.” 


Mike exhaled. “Thank God, you’re back buddy. My partner 
is back.” 


kkk 


The closer they came to the area where the body was 
found, the more agitated Jax became. He could sense a 
smell of evil surrounding them and he couldn’t for the life of 
him shake the wretched feelings. Gripping the dashboard, 
he willed Aleks to call and damn if he didn’t have the feeling 
something was going on with the man. Raging emotions and 
an odd mixture of hunger and thirst swept through his 
system. His stomach was cramping like a son of a bitch. 


Sweating, he rubbed his forehead trying to calm his nerves 
and think rationally. 


“Don’t lose it over there, buddy. We’re almost done with 
this case. Almost. Hold on and after we lock this down we'll 
go see that buddy of yours,” Mike breathed, stealing 
glances. 


“PIL be fine. Just don’t like this one damn bit. Something’s 
off.” 


“But you were so sure before.” 
“Too clean. Too neat.” 


Mike shook his head. “Are you going to tell me who this 
woman is?” 


“Met her at the club.” 
“Uh huh | can tell it’s more than just a casual hello.” 


Jax sighed and concentrated on the area as they drew 
close to what had been an upper-scale area of the city. With 
street after street of abandoned or slowly being refurbished 
buildings, this was the perfect place to hide a club in plain 
sight. Even traffic at night with the closed off streets 
wouldn’t be seen by many people. One piece that really got 
him the most was why the congressman would do 
something so vile as to torch a club for blackmail. The 
stakes had to be high. And then it dawned on him. 


Seeing flashing lights up ahead his heart skipped. Jax 
swallowed hard and as Mike stopped the car and they both 
got out he looked at his phone. 


“What?” 


“Be right there. One more phone call to make. Just one 
more hunch.” 


Mike nodded but gave him a scowl. 
He wasn’t sure if he wanted to be right. 


The call made, Jax sighed and surveyed the area. There 
was nothing overt about the location but he could definitely 
feel eyes on him. Being watched was an interesting aspect 
and while there was no way to tell from which direction, he 
honestly suspected it came from several locations. And he 
knew this had to be a trap. An odd dichotomy of fear and 
curiosity moved through his system like a growing cold fire 
and he couldn’t help but wonder if these were men or 
beasts. 


Rubbing his face he laughed and walked toward the scene, 
his eyes darting back and forth across the landscape. As he 
neared the alley, electric current seared through his body, 
forcing him to stop several times to breathe; and still his 
heart raced to the point stars floated around him. Inching 
forward, he could hear the ugly sounds of officers becoming 
ill. Another horror show wasn’t what he needed to see. 


“Drefar Donga Temaine!” 


The harsh whisper came out of nowhere and stopped Jax 
cold. He turned slowly toward the almost deserted street. 
Honing in on his keener hearing, he eyed the shadowed 
corners for any movement but could see nothing but the 
light breeze rustling through the trees. He started walking 
and heard the words a second time. coming from another 
direction. 


“Drefar Dona Temaine!” 


“Where are you?” 


All around you. Can’t you feel us? Can’t you feel your 
destiny? 


Were the words said out loud? Jax couldn’t be sure. 
Swallowing hard he pushed back his fears and inched 
forward. 


“And the end of time is upon us.” 


The words said in English, he heard a dark chuckle 
seconds before a severed scream came from the other side 
of the street. Craning his neck, Jax could see a lone and very 
naked man stumbling down the street, his strangled cry 
from horror and pain. He looked over his shoulder briefly 
before taking off after the man. The closer he got the more 
he could see a complete horror show of blood and one arm 
that was dangling by what had to be the muscles in the 
man’s forearm. What in the fuck was going on? 


Aleks, where are you? 


Every part of his body was on fire and yet so very alive as 
he closed the distance. His pace was much faster than he’d 
ever experienced before and Jax was almost euphoric. As he 
saw the figure slip into another alley, he hissed and knew 
the boy had nowhere else to go. Kicking it into high gear he 
rounded the corner and down the alley and instantly knew 
what had happened. 


He’d been set up. As a blinding flash of agony thrashed 
through his system, he cried out and knew he was dying. 


Aleks! 
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Aleks froze and snarled. He heard the cry of anguish like a 
dagger slicing through his heart. Stumbling back from the 
car, he placed his hand over his heart and sucked in his 
breath. “If you’ve betrayed me I will kill you.” 


Misha opened his eyes wide. “No. No...I...” Every part of 
his body shaking, he dropped to his knees and cried out as 
blood tears trickled down his face. 


“What part did you leave out?” 
“I can’t tell you!” 


Tipping his head back and roaring, Aleks jumped over the 
car and jerked the boy up; slamming him into the vehicle 
with enough force his bones should have been crushed. “Tell 
me now or you will die and | will take your people down, all 
of them.” 


“You don’t understand. | can’t or she'll die. She'll die!” 


“Then | find out my way. They’ve taken Jax, my true mate, 
but you knew they would. Didn’t you?” 


Misha shook violently as he pushed against Aleks. “Yes, 
but that’s not why | came. There is no other way to stop 
them than to confront them during the time of the moon. 
Look. Look into the sky! It’s upon us. The crest is moving. 
There’s no doubt they are coming after the detective. They 
have to do this now.” 


Shaking Misha roughly Aleks looked into the sky. What he 
Said was correct. Because the parties were all together the 


full moon was coming faster. 
“Drefar Donga Temaine.” 


“And the end of time is upon us. And now | will control.” 
Seeing no other option, he jerked back Misha’s head and 
thrust his fangs deep into the man’s neck. Taking the blood 
of a Drulin would prove to give him the last bit of power to 
rule, or be his downfall if the boy was betraying him. The 
blood settled into his system, sending out tentacles of life, 
his mind drank in the passages of the boy’s life and every 
hidden door was revealed to him. When the final pieces 
were in place he was stunned. 


Aleks jerked back from Misha and held his fists into the air. 
“No!” His booming voice reverberated into the dense air 
around them and became a battle cry. Visions of his past 
from the days of being a boy until now flashed in the back of 
his mind like a motion picture and he was momentarily lost 
to the bitter anguish of his personal horrors. Clenching his 
eyes shut, he willed the visions away but they remained, 
burning into what was left of his soul. When he was finally 
able to open his eyes his beast remained at the surface. 
There was no turning back and no way to hide what must be 
done. 


Misha stepped forward and nodded. “I promise you | 
protected and cared and hid her away. | never ever allowed 
them to touch her and they wanted to. In exchange for the 
use of my body and blood | was allowed one gift. | thought | 
could use her to bring you to my people, in revenge initially, 
but her love taught me the final pieces of the man you are 
and | couldn’t. When I saw you again | knew she was 
correct. She loves you and wants nothing more than for you 
to live.” 


“The beasts are awake. What is the plan?” 


“Then they learned of her existence and her importance. 
You're going to have to decide who to Save.” 


Aleks snarled and while he attempted to control his rage, 
he knew he wouldn’t be able to protect them both. “You will 
take me to them. Now! When this is over if | survive | will 
eradicate every one of your kind. Do you understand me?” 


“Yes, my King.” 
“Where will they take them?” 


“There is an area by the river where few humans know 
exist. The secluded location allows for a perfect view of the 
moon. They will be gathering there soon.” 


Aleks could barely think straight and couldn’t garner any 
information about Jax. With no back up the only hope was to 
get away with Jax and begin hunting them down one ata 
time, but he’d have to turn Jax and knew if he did it against 
the man’s will he could lose everything. 


“What are you planning?” Misha asked. 


Turning his head slowly, Aleks elongated his fangs and slid 
his tongue back and forth across the tips. “Your kind has put 
me in a dangerous position. Kill or be killed.” 


Sighing, Misha stared into the sky. “So be it. There is a 
way.” 


As they walked to Aleks’ car he looked at his phone, one 
new voice mail. Curious, he listened to the message and 
hissed. In how many ways had he been played? 


KKK 


Jax groaned and tried to move. There wasn’t a part of him 
that wasn’t in sheer agony. As he tried to open his eyes, 
even the slight amount of light from an overhead bulb sent 
a shower of anguish bursting into his retinas. Panting, he 
doubled over as a wave of cramps rushed through his 
stomach. Spitting, blood and bile oozed from his mouth. He 
could tell he’d been beaten but nothing was broken. As he 
tried to remember who had taken him, he heard a slight 
scraping sound coming from the darkened corner. Jax hissed 
and licked his lips. 


“It’s better if you don’t move,” the soft voice said. 


Why did he have the feeling he had heard the girl’s voice 
before? “Why?” Jax managed to croak. His mouth dry, his 
lips were cracked. How long had he been here? 


“Save your strength. If you are to survive then you'll need 
it.” 
“Who are you?” 


She laughed softly. “I am now a member of the undead or 
will be soon enough.” 


Jax was damn tired of the riddles. “You are the one who 
was at my home to warn me. Spouting off about my past 
life.” 


“Yes, but unfortunately it’s too late now. We're all 
vanquished. They’ve won.” 


“Who are you talking about?” 


“The real monsters,” she chuckled and shifted back and 
forth against the wall. 


“Where is this place?” 


“You're in a building, a club they’ve used for a month or 
SO.” 


Jax could smell the stench of death and blood easily 
enough. As his eyes finally adjusted to the dim lighting, he 
gazed at the perimeter of his holding cell and tried to focus 
on the figures near him. Gulping, he moved away from the 
wall and groaned. As he tried to stand he realized he 
couldn’t. He was too weak. “What am I seeing? What’s 
wrong with me?” Blinking furiously, he couldn’t see from the 
stars that continued to shift back and forth across his eyes. 


“This is the place of your worse nightmares.” 


He heard the girl’s strangled cries as he crawled forward 
and rubbed his eyes. Hissing, he jerked up onto his knees as 
a wafting slice of anguish raced through his body. Nauseous, 
he was barely able to understand what he was seeing. Then 
he realized there were dead bodies, more like carcasses 
hanging from hooks on the ceiling. “I...what...fuck!” In 
various stages of disfigurement, what was left of the bodies 
was slowly dripping the remainder of blood from missing 
sections of bodies. Both men and women, there was no way 
to recognize anything else except for one. The girl from the 
club - Isadora was hanging, her beautiful face masked by 
horror. “Oh God!” They’d all been betrayed. Jax threw his 
hand over his mouth as the intense wave of pain thrashed 
through his system. 


“They’re the lucky ones,” she whispered. 


“Lucky? What the hell are you talking about?” As he hissed 
heat wrapped around him like a sweltering blanket and 
instantly he retched, mostly dry heaving as he struggled to 
breathe. 


“You need food or you'll die. You need food or they'll take 
you easily.” 


“Food?” The mere thought forced another series of gags. 
“Not human food. You are changing. Just like Aleksandr.” 


Hearing Aleks’ name threw his body and mind into 
another gear. Dragging his body to his feet, he stumbled 
toward the girl who squealed. 


“Please don’t look at me. Please.” 


“Who are you and how do you know Aleks?” Jax 
demanded. He could sense her fear easily enough. Sniffing, 
he knew her blood was pumping rapidly. “Tell me!” 


She sighed and inched forward. “He’s from my past.” 


Jax could make out her slender figure and long blonde 
hair. “You're here to see him?” 


“I came here to protect him, but | was foolish. Perhaps | 
came here to love him but he’s lost to me now.” 


Groaning, Jax threw his head back. “I am sick to death of 
hearing this bullshit. Who are you to him and why all of 
this?” 


“You still don’t believe. | was the girl who protected you as 
a boy and even Aleksandr didn’t know. | was given one task. 
You see initially these people were protectors of the 


vampires but now are sworn enemies. But, | would give life 
where it is taken from me. | was so innocent and so very 
stupid. They used me all along to keep tabs on Aleksandr, as 
only | could do. At least | got to see the boy become a man 
who would belong to Aleksandr and it gave me comfort. | 
loved singing to you when you were sleeping. It was my 
time of peace. Think about the stories you heard as a child. 
Think Jackson Steele. Remember your teachings. It’s the 
only method of keeping you alive. They don’t know how 
much I betrayed them. They couldn’t for they are incapable 
of love. You must remember before it’s too late.” 


Jax opened his mouth to retort but simply hearing her 
voice reminded him of a time as a boy. It was as if 
everything he’d ever understood was gone. And he 
remembered her beautiful face, full of light and love. 
“Please tell me who you are?” 


Hearing a scraping of keys against a latch, she gasped. 
“Don’t fight them and do not react. Just let it be for now. 
There may be a way to end the horrors. But you have to 
believe in everything that you were taught as a boy. You 
must or all is lost for all of us.” 


“Please tell me who you are. Please.” 


Sighing, she lowered her head and inched forward slowly 
as a key was placed into the lock. “Remember that | am 
becoming a monster. I’m sorry.” Lifting her head, she 
allowed Jax to see her face. 


Jax resisted screaming, for he could see the beautiful 
woman behind the hideous face. It was the same face only 
more disfigured to the point she appeared more beast than 
anything else. Smiling, he nodded. “Tell me your name.” 


“For your act of kindness | will. | am Sasha Vasiliev. | was 
Aleksandr’s wife.” 


Stunned, Jax blinked furiously as the door was swung open 
and in walked a good two dozen masked and cloaked 
individuals. Masked? He remembered the comment about 
Aleks’ private club. Oh dear God it was all coming together. 


“Good evening. | am the Master. This has been a very 
productive trip for all of us. Unfortunately, we found 
betrayers in our midst, but that’s to be expected. No matter. 
It’s time for us to come to our rightful place,” his deep 
timbre resonated through the small space. Gliding to Sasha 
he lifted her chin, forcing more of her snout into the light. 
“Such a pity. You are, or were such a beautiful woman that | 
would have loved to have given you back your beauty. At 
least you will become my slave. That’s something.” 
Chuckling, he looked toward Jax. “And you will be the reason 
for our salvation. Tell me, how does it feel to be turning into 
a creature, a monster?” Moving toward Jax he gazed down 
the length of him. 


Jax couldn’t make out much except for the fingers were 
long and bony with razor sharp claws. This just couldn’t be 
happening. Sniffing, he sucked in his breath and recognized 
the stench from the other night. This is the creature Aleks 
cloaked his identity from. “What do you want?” 


“It’s not what | want, it’s our destiny. | knew we were 
close. | just underestimated the traitors within our ranks.” 
Giving Sasha a snarl, he raked down the front of her from 
her neck to her chest in a split second. 


Gagging, she dropped to her knees and gave Jax an 
imploring look. 


Jax bristled but remained where he was as the others 
crowded forward. 


“Don’t worry. If what | suspect is true, then she'll heal and 
we'll know who the other traitor really is. But then again, we 
already know, don’t we Sasha? Your lover, Misha, performed 
very well, keeping such a secret. | applaud you both. But 
you knew it was only a matter of time.” 


As Jax watched the girl struggle to stand, he could see 
how quickly she was healing. He gazed into her haunted 
eyes and breathed in deeply as her thoughts eased into his 
mind. 


Remember your teachings. You are special and the only 
human meant for our King. As visions and memories of her 
words said during his restless sleeps as a boy entered into 
his mind, Jax could see a slight smile curl on her lips. 
Dragging her finger through a line of blood she licked the tip 
and nodded. 


“Very nice, Sasha. It’s time to meet your destiny and for 
us to take back what was stolen from us. The Red Moon is 
upon us. Drefar Donga Tremaine. Dela Parlena Spe. And the 
end of time is upon us and the beasts shall take back 
control.” As the man who called himself Master nodded, the 
masked men turned and headed out the door as a group fell 
in behind Jax and Sasha. 


They were taken through a series of rooms and up a set of 
Stairs. Jax could barely keep his legs moving forward but he 
made mental notes of everything around him. Eventually 
they were led outside. Twilight was settling in and as Jax 
looked around him, he sighed. The dark area couldn’t have 
been far from the location where the last body was found. 


The poor bastard was in the wrong place at the wrong time 
and his life was ended. 


“Look at the moon. It’s happening,” Sasha whispered. 


Tipping his head he looked at the moon and sighed. The 
moon was full and seemed to shimmer with a warm haze of 
red. A truck coming down the street caught his attention. 
Oddly enough the group didn’t move. 


“Right on time, sir,” another of the masked creatures said. 


“Yes, | trained her well. | think l'Il keep her,” the Master 
chuckled. “Such wonderful service should bring her 
immortality. Don’t you think?” 


As the group murmured, Jax fought shivers and licked his 
dry lips. When the truck stopped and the drive door was 
opened Jax strained to see who was driving. As the pudgy 
man appeared he wasn’t surprised. In fact, everything made 
sense. “Well, I’m not surprised to see you here, little man,” 
Jax hissed. 


“Quiet!” The Master snapped. 


Charles eased into the soft glow of the headlights and 
nodded. “At least | had the pleasure of having your mouth 
wrapped around my cock, boy. To Know a man such as 
yourself was so interested in thick dicks, well | would have 
loved to have broken you years ago, one of our officers at 
his finest moment.” 


The passenger door opened and as a set of long legs 
appeared Jax stiffened. “The final piece. Hello Stacy. | wish | 
could say it’s a surprise to see you but | can’t. Tell me, how 
does it feel to betray your friends?” 


“My friends? | have no friends, Detective Steele, and | 
keep my enemies close. What | want I will get eventually.” 
Turning her heated gaze to the Master she nodded. “The 
truck as you requested.” 


“Good. Let’s get going. I’m certain Aleksandr will have 
taken the bait,” the Master said as he laughed. 


The bait? How many more lies were there? As they were 
loaded into the back of the truck Jax knew he was getting 
weaker. They remained quiet through the fifteen or so 
minute ride and yet Sasha kept her hand on his, her fingers 
entwined and somehow the slight moment of comfort gave 
him peace. 


When the truck was stopped and the doors opened, he 
was almost shocked to see a roaring bonfire but then again, 
it was a way of killing them both? As they were led to a 
clearing by what had to be the James River, the lights of the 
city seemed to reflect off the water, dancing with the 
luminescent rays of the reddening moon. He’d never seen a 
moon so beautiful and he wasn’t sure what to make of it. 


“What now, sir?” One of the cloaked men asked. 


“Now we wait and | suspect we won't have to wait long. 
Aleks will come to find a surprise and a choice. Die freely 
and l'Il allow her to live.” 


Both he and Sasha were forced to their knees as the 
cloaked figures stood in the background in wait, unmoving 
and yet a hum emitted from their mouths. 


There were so many thoughts and memories that flashed 
through Jax’ mind and for a moment he felt drugged. As 
Sasha sang softly so that only he could hear, he was 
brought back to the time of her presence and finally closed 


his eyes, allowing his fears to be pushed aside. He could see 
a beautiful land and a breathtaking waterfall and a village. 
As laughter filled the air and families played together 
outside, there was suddenly a darkened cloud that seem to 
envelop the mass of people. 


As the scene played out, Jax witnessed a level of carnage 
and horror that no movie could ever depict and as every 
man, woman and child were slaughtered, their bodies slung 
after being consumed for blood and muscle, there was a 
quiet that surrounded the forest for decades. When he 
finally opened his eyes, shivers raced down his spine, but he 
understood. Cocking his head he saw Aleks in the distance 
watching and waiting. 


And now you know the truth. You are becoming. You 
belong. Do you accept freely? 


As Jax nodded slowly, a keening howl erupted from the 
bowels of the group and one by one they yanked off their 
cloaking, exposing the true monsters buried beneath. 
Instead of being afraid he was in awe. From their elongated 
snouts to their bulging eyes and grotesque facial features 
they were the embodiment of men, and the soul of a true 
monster. And just as a shooting star showered the night, the 
fighting began. 


Through a series of intense screams the beasts moved 
forward and yet Aleks remained quiet, a young man flanking 
his side. 


Jax struggled to stand, his body not cooperating and yet 
he had to get to them and fight. Willing his body to move he 
grunted and stood tall, throwing his head back to roar. Rage 
boiled within him, the likes of which he’d never experienced 
before and he sucked in his breath. It was as if he was 


suddenly alive for the first time in his life. There wasn’t a 
part of him that wasn’t tingling and yet he was desperately 
hungry. Out of the corner of his eye he watched as Stacy 
and Charles crept back into the shadows and suddenly his 
intense anger and hunger couldn’t be abated any longer. 
Something had changed within him, forever. 


Fighting the mad man he was becoming, he tried to 
concentrate on Aleks, willing the man to hear his cries but 
the intense fighting and screaming as Aleks sliced through 
first one beast and then the next, seemed to drown his 
voice until the scent of fresh blood hung in the air like a 
swarm of maggots. Stars floated across his field of vision as 
he stumbled forward. As a hand wrapped around his arm 
and pulled him back, he didn’t struggle, couldn’t struggle. 
He was too weak. 


“Hear me, Jackson Steele. You need to feed and | can save 
you and in turn you can Save all of us. Allow your beast to 
surface. You must or we'll all die.” Sasha’s voice was the 
only thing he could hear. 


Jax shook violently and fought the demons building from 
within. Fight this. Fight it. Don’t... Yet as swirling colors took 
him to a place of desperate need, he was lost to the fight. 
Opening his eyes, he could see her pulling her hair back and 
in the next moments frozen in time he licked across his 
teeth and sharp points dug into his tongue. The taste of 
warm blood filled his mouth fueling the creature that 
dwelled just beneath the surface clawing to get out. “No... 
no...no...” But he could fight it any longer. Taking Sasha into 
his arms he sunk his fangs into her neck and the earth 
moved. 


In the next several moments it was as if the world was 
moving in slow motion. 


No! Aleks raced forward, tossing first one creature and 
another into the raging fire and as another body fell to the 
pit of hell it burned hotter and brighter. “No!” 


The Master snarled and struck Aleks, throwing him to the 
ground. 


Aleks retaliated, slicing a deep gauge into the monster’s 
leg. “You will not win.” 


“You fool. | have already won. You gave up your kingdom 
because of your ignorance and stupidity and your entire 
race will suffer the consequences!” 


“Never!” Tipping his head back, Aleks threw out his hands 
and roared before issuing a hard blow across the Master’s 
neck, slicing him from ear to ear. 


As the Master stumbled backwards, barely avoiding the 
fire, he hissed and screamed out, his voice barely audible. 


“As creatures once before turned because of our love and 
faith, you are becoming creatures because of your hatred 
once more. You are damned.” 


Jax was vaguely aware of what was happening and as he 
drank her blood, there were flashes of her life and the one 
with Alexsandr that would never be forgotten. As the blood 
filled his system, strengthening him he heard her whisper. 


“Thank you for releasing me.” 


When he pushed back from her, gone was the ugliness, 
before him stood a beautiful young woman with laughing 
eyes. Jax smiled and reached for her but she shook her 
head. 


“No. You are the one. You freed me of my prison,” Turning 
her head she nodded to Aleks who flanked Jax’ side. 


“Sasha. |...” 


Inching forward, she placed her fingers across Aleks’ lips 
and smiled. “Don’t. You were my one true love and | was 
able to protect the one who will share your Kingdom. For 
that l'Il always be grateful.” Sasha nodded toward the 
darkness. “It’s time for me to go and time for you to lead.” 


Aleks gripped her arms, pulling her forward into a 
passionate embrace. When he broke the kiss he sighed. 
“Don’t leave me.” 


“I was always by your side and l'Il always love you. Misha, 
it’s time.” Holding out her hand she gripped Misha’s hand. 
“You've won.” 


From behind them they heard the snarling beasts as they 
regrouped. “You forget how much of the Kindred’s blood we 
have in us. We cannot die,” the Master tipped his head back 
and laughed. 


Jax turned to face the ugly demons and moved forward 
with Aleks. Unsure of what to do they stood apart as the 
monsters advanced. 


“You've lost. Give your life freely and l'Il allow the bitch to 
live,” the Master hissed. 


Aleks gave Jax a hard stare. 


And from the corner of the darkness they both heard a 
sound. “And the end of time is upon us and the rightful 
master shall become King.” As Sasha and Misha stood at the 
far edge of the fire they both smiled as they held hands and 
leapt into the flames. 


“No!” Aleks screamed and raced forward. 


Jax followed but as the sounds of agony filled the sky he 
hissed and turned to watch the creatures in awe in their 
dance of death and disintegration. He wrapped his hand 
around Aleks’ arm and inched him back from the fire. While 
there was something beautiful and cathartic about the 
passing of time and the moment of the red moon, Jax was 
no longer the man he knew himself to be. Hearing the 
terrified sounds of the remaining humans as they slunk 
further into the darkness only fueled his anger and his 
hatred. Yet he knew their day was coming. 


Chapter Thirteen 


He watched as Stacy walked slowly toward the front door 
of her house and sighed. He could easily read her mind and 
simply honed in to listen as he remained in the darkness, 
waiting for his time with her. 


So much has gone on in the past few weeks. | have to get 
out of town. A bag full of money and I’m on the next plane 
to Italy. Shit, too many fucking loose ends. | only hope the 
freaking nightmares end. | can barely stand this shit. Thank 
God it’ll take the police several hours to find the mess. Too 
bad they won't be able to figure it out. Chuckling, she 
unlocked the door and moved inside. Flipping on the light in 
the kitchen she gasped when it didn’t come on. 


“Very nicely played, | must admit. How long did you have 
the situation planned?” Moving out of the shadows, Aleks 
gazed out the kitchen window to the red moon and sighed. 
He’d been more than shocked when he heard Jax’ question 
on the phone but instantly he’d known what had happened 
and the plan had been in motion even before he came to 
Richmond. He could easily tell her terror. 


“Long enough,” she whispered, terror laced in her voice. 
Stacy took a step back. 


“What did Durac promise you? Immortality? A life with him 
and all the riches in the world?” 


Sighing, she leaned against the wall. “Yes, all of it, but you 
have to understand | did care about Felicity.” 


“No, you used her.” 


“In truth | was in love with her but she wanted more. She 
wanted everything and she wanted you, not me. You were 
always the love of her life. Of course she never told you that 
because of Durac and all the ugly little promises and the 
dirty secrets. | guess | gave up and gave in.” 


“Dirty little secrets? You're right that we all have them, 
some more than others. Why the humans? Why the game?” 


“Because the Master needed food... | didn’t ask questions. 
When | realized they were here to take you down | allowed 
myself to get involved. The clubs were a convenient excuse 
and | knew of the old boy’s club from my good friend 
Charles. Since we were both members of your club it simply 
fit together nicely. And | was greedy for money. | admit it.” 


“Except that you forget, you were targeted for a reason. 
Did you ever think of that?” Aleks chuckled as he rubbed his 
jaw. 


Opening and closing her mouth she stole a glance in his 
direction. “The politicians deserved to go down. They were 
not only using and exploiting young girls but selling their 
bodies to the highest bidder.” 


“And you were simply arranging for their deaths... how 
wonderful of you.” 


“You don’t understand the power of the Drulins,” Stacy 
insisted. 


“Evidently neither did you.” 


“| had no choice.” 


“Perhaps, but evil begets evil. Isn’t that what you humans 
say? You don’t know what you created,” Aleks hissed. The 
ugly thought about how they’d all been played burned in the 
back of his mind, but the truth was Durac was much more 
powerful than he understood. At least with Jax by his side 
they had a chance to win the final round, if they knew who 
all the players truly were. 


“How is Felicity?” 
“Safe and | plan on keeping her that way.” 


“Are you...are you here to kill me?” Dropping her head her 
body shook violently. 


“I should kill you and destroy all that you have. You have 
no idea what you’ve taken from me.” 


“Then do it. Just do it. That’s all your kind knows anyway 
is killing!” 


Aleks moved closer and as he inhaled her fear he snarled. 
“It would be far too pleasurable and easy. No, I’m not going 
to kill you today. Instead I’m going to allow you to live 
because trust me, Durac would know you failed and will 
hunt you down. And when he does, | assure you that you'll 
never know what horror means until you’re under his 
thumb.” As he passed by her he stopped and turned. “Just 
remember that there is indeed evil in this world and in truth 
they aren’t the monsters of our nightmares.” 


“You always were a coward, Aleks. Felicity told me so 
many things.” 


Jerking back, he raised his hand but caught himself 
moments before he struck her hard across the face. “And 


you and | both know there was another pulling your strings. 
Who is it?” 


She smiled and looked away. 


Aleks chuckled and shook his head. “And do you not think 
that Michael Shelton will eat you alive? My guess is that he 
also won't take kindly to you running off with his money.” He 
could tell by her face he’d hit a home run. The poor woman 
didn’t realize not only did she have the mob after her but a 
real monster. One way or the other she was going to end up 
very dead. “All those kids killed. You’re the true monster.” 


“I didn’t kill them! The...monsters did.” Stacy looked down 
at the floor, “Most of them anyway.” 


“Let me guess, Michael was really behind some of the 
treats? Guess he wanted to take over the turf he thought 
the little boy’s club had.” 


“Something like that.” Leaning her head against the wall 
she groaned. 


“No matter what you think we’re not the same kind of 
monsters you humans can be. Trust me lady, you are going 
to hell.” 


As he moved outside and stared at the moon, he thought 
about Sasha. Her blood and her life would forever be a part 
of he and Jax and she had given him the opportunity for so 
many things. How had he not known about her existence? 
There were so many things he longed to ask her and talk to 
her about and now he’d never know. Sighing, he ached and 
wasn’t sure what to do next. Yet he knew that Jax would 
have to come to him eventually. The man, his lover had 
taken blood for the first time by himself. He’d need more 
soon enough. And then the real teaching would begin. 


KKK 


“I swear to God it’s a fucking mess,” Mike hissed as he 
looked over the reports. “And what the hell happened again 
at the river? That was some big ass fire. Shit man, you could 
have roasted an entire city’s food in that damn hole.” 


Jax grimaced as his eyes glazed over the reports. There 
was barely any real explanation for what had gone down 
and while there were no bodies to speak of when the 
Calvary had shown up, the questions were long and heated. 
And he had no damn answers. Two days later and the press 
were still camping out at the precinct, even his door, looking 
for the burning exclusive. Piecing through the shit was 
horrific. “I know. Did you ever find Charles Billingham?” 


“Yeah, they picked him up this morning. The man was a 
blubbering idiot, talking about seeing monsters and evil 
lurking in every room in his house. | think the guy is gone.” 


“Yeah well, it was a horrific event.” Trying to explain the 
explosion after chasing Charles and Stacy in the rental 
truck, finding the boy beaten and mutilated had been 
creative to say the least. About the only thing that helped 
was evidence in the truck. They’d been the ones to dump 
the last body in the alley. Whatever reason they participated 
in these horrific events, was beyond him. 


“Took some shit let me tell you, but did find out that damn 
building blown to bits was owned by an interesting 
conglomerate. Wanna venture a guess?” 


Jax shook his head. “Perhaps it was some creative 
politicians?” 


“You got it.” 


“They had it all planned out.” Too bad it got them caught 
in something bigger than they could ever realize. 


“The damn drug is a creative thing too! Whew, think | 
might like to try it.” Chuckling, Mike brushed the beads of 
sweat from his brow. 


“I don’t think you can handle it, buddy.” 


“Eh! What’s the official statement for the press?” Mike 
asked quietly as he looked around the squad room. 


“The Sergeant at least is making it but I think he’s going 
to lay the cards out from a blackmail scheme involving 
Congressman Bowen’s daughter, to the drug and Sex ring. 
My guess is that Stacy simply wanted in on the action given 
the bag of money and the Internet connections we found at 
the house she’d rented.” 


“Who tipped you off about that one?” 


“Anonymous.” But Jax knew better. The house was owned 
by Felicity Jennings, the connection was too coincidental and 
the department was all over it already. “Any leads on finding 
Stacy?” 


“She booked a flight to Italy but so far there’s no 
indication she got on the plane. Not only was the house 
trashed beyond belief but, there was signs of a struggle and 
indications there was some things taken. She cleaned out 
her bank accounts though and they had a bit of money in 


them too. More than she made, let’s just put it that way.” 
Mike gave him a knowing look. 


“We still don’t know if there were other players to this 
vicious game.” But Jax thought about the other men in the 
back club at Dark Towers. “I think | want to check on one in 
particular.” 


“Who?” 
“Ever hear of the name Michael Shelton?” 


Mike opened his eyes wide. “You mean supposedly the 
next big mafia head. They’re into serious drugs and 
prostitution and killing people who get in their way. Uh yeah, 
how do you know him?” 


“He was at a party | was at recently,” Jax said as he 
smiled. A few more pieces were falling together. She was 
playing both ends. “Guess the mob might like a sexy new 
designer drug. Sadly, if the lady isn’t already dead she will 
be soon enough | fear.” 


“That’s one way of putting it. If she’s in bed with them 
then she’s toast already. Save the taxpayer’s money 
anyway.” 


Jax gave him a harsh look. 


“I’m going to repeat the question | asked you earlier, are 
you going to go talk to him? You know he’s smack in the 
middle of this mess. Every... single... piece of this.” 


Jax sighed. “I know. I’m going to go later and talk to him. | 
just wanted to finish up the report.” 


Mike sniffed and stood slowly. Leaning over the desk he 
lowered his voice. “Pretty creative detective work chasing 
the kid down on foot, getting yourself kidnapped by two 
civilians and then thwarting some big plan of theirs that you 
had no clue about. Interesting... If | didn’t know better I’d 
say you were hiding something pretty damn big. What do 
you think, partner?” 


Hearing the inflection in Mike’s voice made him cringe. 
“Just a hunch, that’s all.” Mike was right, the press and the 
Sergeant would eventually crucify him. There was little he 
could do with the real truth and still, he wondered about the 
connection with Stacy and the club. Hell, then there was 
Felicity and Sasha. 


Jax hadn’t slept since the incident and in truth he didn’t 
feel tired. But he knew the high was only going to last for so 
long. His hand shaking, he rubbed it through his hair and 
sighed. Night and day were meshing together. 


“Well at least you look better. Get your story straight my 
friend ‘cause | have a feeling when the real ripple flows 
through Richmond it’s going to get ugly real fast.” 


As he watched Mike saunter out of the squad room he 
knew the man was right. There were missing pieces and 
only one man knew what they were. 


KKK 


Jax sat out on his deck that night watching the moon and 
drinking bourbon. There was no way to reconcile what had 
happened either in his body or mind. The pieces he could 


put together were fairy tales at best and nightmares for 
most. Yet the memories remained fresh of all the 
intertwined lives from centuries ago. How many nights as a 
child had he lain awake, thinking about creatures he 
envisioned and even drew to his parent’s chagrin? He 
believed then. Perhaps when real life and adulthood took 
over he no longer allowed his mind to remain open. Pushing 
aside everything he’d been taught had been much easier. 


So what was he going to do? As he sipped his drink, 
gazing at the moon he found it curious that no one could 
fully explain the red moon. There had been several reports 
and newspaper articles from supposed experts in the 
industry, about why and how, yet no one came up witha 
decent answer. From meteor showers to a shadowed hue 
from another planet and even global warning, everyone 
remained baffled. Chuckling, he swirled the liquid in the 
glass and allowed all his thoughts and emotions to come to 
the surface. 


What had he become? 


And the end of time is upon us and the rightful master 
shall become King. 


Perhaps it was time to put the pieces together. From the 
carvings and brandings to the creatures that were more like 
monsters. There was a clear meaning and everything 
seemed to boil down to Durac, Aleksandr and the boy. 
Dimitri had to be the key. Jax tried to remember everything 
she had said to him and sighed. 


His father is the most important man on this Earth and 
only time will begin to explain more. You have to find him 
and protect him with your life. 


What the hell did the words mean? Was Durac more 
important than any of them understood? Gulping the rest of 
his drink, he knew it was time to have a long discussion with 
Aleks and yet in his heart he realized what it would mean. 
Was he truly ready to succumb to the man who said he 
owned Jax? 


Oddly enough, Jax knew the truth. Getting up from the 
deck he walked inside and grabbed his keys. It was time to 
face his destiny. 


KKK 


Jax stood outside the door to Aleksandr’s brownstone and 
gazed at the sky. He knew the man was home, not by the 
soft glow of lights coming from the bank of windows but by 
his now keen senses. Aleks had been correct, everything 
was much richer now that he at least allowed himself to 
believe in something other than only humanity. Sighing, he 
allowed himself to think about his past one last time. The 
last wisp of red still seemed to be surrounding the moon and 
as his heart thumped in his chest he could feel his need to 
feed building. 


As the door opened and Jax gazed into Aleks’ eyes he 
nodded. 


“| hoped you'd be able to talk with me,” Aleks said quietly. 
“Please come inside.” 


“You knew I’d come.” 


“I knew you'd have to come. You have no understanding 
of your needs yet.” 


Jax sighed. “I came because | wanted to and not just 
because | need answers, but because | wanted to see you.” 


Aleks tipped his head and stood staring at Jax. “It’s still 
difficult for you to admit you want more?” 


“I’m not sure that will ever leave me. | don’t know how to 
deal with what I’m becoming.” 


Gliding toward the bar, Aleks chuckled. “If you can believe 
me, | say that often. | didn’t want to turn out to be what 
most consider a monster. Drink?” 


“Please, | think | need one or five. After seeing those... 
savages and what they were capable of | no longer can 
allow myself to believe that humans are the only monsters. 
Granted, the woman who helped was a beast in her own 
right.” Jax thought about the return call from Betty Bowen 
and closed his eyes, so many secrets, so many lies. 


“Stacy was Felicity’s lover.” 


“I wasn’t sure of the connection but the coincidence is too 
much. Did you know that Stacy was working with those 
beings and she is rumored to be working with a member of 
your club that might be connected to the mob?” Jax asked 
watching every move Aleks made. 


“Michael Shelton?” 
“You knew?” 


“| checked,” Aleks said casually. 


“Damn it you should have told me!” 


“I only figured out the connection, she fooled us all. While 
I’m not into the politics of low lives, | knew there was 
something bigger going on so | checked on the club 
members. | know about their connections and they go way 
back to even before Felicity was involved with the club. No 
doubt you had some kills that were not because of the 
creatures you saw.” 


“The mafia.” 
“Very good, Jax.” 
“Of course. Plain old turf wars.” 


“Yes indeed. | should have seen something was off,” Aleks 
sighed as he sipped his drink. 


“Why?” Jax almost laughed at the tangled web. There 
were several kinds of beasts at play, and in the end who 
was the strongest one? 


“Stacy was involved with Felicity before | came here and | 
honestly thought the affair had ended. Felicity used to 
mention her in passing and her particularly kinky needs. 
Evidently she was working with Durac long before. | don’t 
know all the details.” Handing Jax a glass of brandy, he 
locked his eyes on the man before taking a sip. 


“Did you kill Stacy?” 


Aleks smiled. “No. | won’t have to. While | am happy to kill 
as necessary Jax, in truth | don’t like to take human life. 
Durac will find her. 


“Or the mafia if they haven’t already.” 


“So be it. She was also the direct link to the Drulins, the 
beings you tangled with.” 


“Who are they?” 


“They were our caretakers of sorts from centuries gone. 
Once they were deemed animals and the right hand of the 
devil himself, if you can believe the myth and were turned 
into humans. But slowly over time their true state of being 
and inbreeding brought them back to more of their natural 
state. They believed the time of the Red Moon would bring 
them into power, hence allowing their humanity to be 
reborn. What they didn’t know was that there were others 
set in place by our creators not to allow that to happen.” 


Jax shook his head and took a gulp of his drink. “So in 
other words the humans didn’t have to die.” 


“Well, the Drulins needed to feed and the blood of humans 
does allow them to stay in a more human form. The man 
you saw die with Sasha was a Kindred, more human than 
any of us but infused with both bloods. His magic kept the 
Master at least more human to hunt, as he needed. But 
coming into your societies, they have to have minions to 
help them or they can’t survive, not given their state.” Aleks 
swirled the liquid in his glass and he walked further into the 
living room. “The Drulins also feed off the power of betrayal 
and hunger for a level of kink so Stacy and her needs suited 
them perfectly. | suspect there is more to the story, isn’t 
there?” Sitting down slowly, he watched Jax as a smile 
curled on the corner of his mouth. 


“Stacy was connected to the father of the first victim. 
They were lovers years ago and she willingly gave up a child 
produced by the two of them. What | don’t think she knew 
was that he had her daughter served up as bait for the 


monsters.” Jax moved closer to Aleks as his blood raced. 
This wasn’t going to be easy. 


“Evil really does begat evil. Unfortunately it means that 
both Felicity and the child are in danger. Durac will have no 
other choice if he truly wants the throne but to come after 
both of us.” 


“How long?” 


“Not long enough, a few months, the blow with losing, the 
Drulins will in a sense rock through the world of the 
vampires spreading fear to the other clans. He may have to 
fight them on our home soil first. | must admit it will be 
interesting to see how he handles the time of Passing.” 
Taking another sip of his drink he beckoned Jax. “Come. You 
seek more answers.” 


Jax eased down onto the sofa and dropped his head. 
“What will happen, Aleksandr? Are my people in danger?” 


“They will always be in danger but in truth, Durac wants to 
control what he’s always wanted and it has less to do with 
humans and more with our world. What | haven’t told you is 
that there is some belief that the first born pure son of the 
Kingdom will be the one to lead the vampires into the light.” 


“Meaning?” 


Aleks shook his head and laughed. “Back into being 
human, which is exactly what the Drulins believed. | hope 
you can see the comedy in this. Humans want immortality 
while creatures of the night want only to be human again.” 


“And you’ve never believed? “ 


“Until now, no... But there are things happening that can’t 
be explained. And | fear for Dimitri,” Aleks hissed. 


Jax wasn’t sure what to say. “Well, there are police in two 
countries looking for Stacy so we’ll see what kind of a spin | 
can put on the story. The other two involved in the entire 
boy’s club are singing but they know nothing from what | 
can tell about Stacy.” 


“It’s better for your humans not to believe in us, isn’t it? 
You fight what you’re becoming and yet | witnessed it 
firsthand. Now you carry the blood of my wife with you 
forever.” 


The haunted look on Aleks’ face stilled Jax. The connection 
between the two men was so strong yet he remained 
terrified, not only of what he was becoming but what the 
future might hold. “She loved you and wanted for you to be 


happy.” 


“Perhaps in time l'Il talk about her more but right now | 
can’t. | hope you can understand that.” 


Hearing the anguish in Aleks voice was too much for Jax. 
Dropping his head, he allowed his own tears of desperation 
and fear consume him. As the colored drops fell across his 
jeans he sighed. His hands shaking, he closed his eyes as he 
gulped the drink savoring the burn as the liquid slid down 
his throat. As Aleks’ hands removed the glass and brought 
Jax to his feet he shivered. Finally able to open his eyes he 
gazed into the golden flecks that burned shivers down his 
spine. 


“You belong to me as I do to you. Be with me as my lover 
and not as my slave. For tonight we both need peace.” 
Brushing his hand across Jax’ face, Aleks leaned forward 
until their lips were just touching. 


With every part of his body shivering, Jax licked his dry 
lips and wrapped his hands around Aleks’ wrists. 


“Tell me you hunger,” Aleks breathed. 

“Yes.” 

“Tell me you crave what only I can give you.” 

His eyes fluttering open and closed, Jax nodded. “Yes.” 


As Aleks captured Jax’ mouth, pressing his tongue past his 
cracked lips, he drew Jax into the heat of his body, wrapping 
his arms around Jax’ waist. Sliding his hands down he 
cupped Jax’ buttocks, kneading the carved flesh between his 
hands. 


Jax trembled and eased his hands around Aleks’ back, 
entwining his fingers in Aleks’ long golden strands. His heart 
raced, while his cock twitched, a burning sensation engulfed 
his body. Every nerve ending was on fire, as he breathed in 
the musky scent of the man and groaned. 


Swaying his hips back and forth, Aleks ground his thick 
erection into Jax’ groin as the kiss became a wild moment of 
passion, man to man and beast to beast until he grunted 
and broke the kiss, his look nothing short of feral. “I have to 
have you.” Unwilling to wait any longer, he jerked Jax’ shirt 
from the tight confines of his jeans and ripped the front, 
spewing buttons across the floor. 


Jax panted as his hunger built and reached for Aleks’ 
jerking him forward until he was able to nip Aleks’ lower lip, 
drawing the softness of his flesh into his mouth. Biting 
down, the first taste of blood only fueled him further until he 
was in agony needing everything the man could give him. 


Pushing the remainder of Jax’ shirt off his shoulders, Aleks 
allowed gravity to take the material to the floor. 


“Mmmm...” Growling, Aleks lowered his head and nipped 
first one and then the other nipple before raising his head 
Slowly. “I will take you brutally tonight and tomorrow we 
begin helping you understand your needs, your awakening 
desires. Do you understand?” 


Nodding, Jax said nothing as he unfastened his jeans and 
tugged the zipper down. There was suddenly nothing more 
he wanted than to be taken savagely. 


Aleks stepped back and yanked his own shirt from his 
pants, tossing the bits to the floor. Snarling, he kicked off his 
shoes and pointed to Jax. “Remove your clothes. | want to 
see your body, the one belonging to me.” 


His heart racing, Jax fumbled to remove his clothes, as 
their combined hungers grew almost uncontrollable. 
Panting, he licked his lips as stars floated in front of his eyes 
marring his vision. There was no doubt his blood was on fire, 
as an awakening sense of light and sound fueled him, drove 
him until there was nothing left but raw hunger. As he stood 
naked, controlling his breathing while Aleks gazed down the 
length of him and smiled. 


“Come taste me before | take you.” 


Obeying instantly, he dropped to his knees and crawled 
toward Aleks, keeping his eyes pinned on the man’s glazed 
eyes. Sliding his hands up from the inside of Aleks’ knees to 
the tenderness of his inner thighs, he leaned forward and 
pressed kisses across his cloth covered legs. He moved the 
flat of his hands up to unfasten Aleks’ belt and zipper, 
tugging the tight material past Aleks chiseled hips. 


“Yyyesssss...finally to train you as you so desire. Imagine 
how good it'll feel to be tethered and attending to all my 
needs.” 


The words sent shivers dancing down Jax’ spine. He 
swallowed hard as he eased out Aleks’ cock, wrapping one 
hand around the thick base. As he stroked the throbbing 
shaft he cupped and squeezed Aleks’ balls before leaning 
forward and darting his tongue across the slit. Lifting his 
Shaft, Jax licked down the sensitive underside taking first 
one swollen ball into his mouth and then the other, sucking 
as he dragged the tips of his fingers up and down the length 
of his cock. 


“Yes...yes...” 


Jax sucked the other ball until he wanted more. Easing his 
mouth up the length of Aleks’ cock, he used the edges of his 
emerging fangs to drag along the underside of Aleks’ dick, 
enjoying the jerking motions the man made. 


“Fuck!” growling, Aleks wrapped his fingers around Jax’ 
hair. “Open your mouth and suck me.” 


Jax eased the tip of Aleks’ cock into his mouth and closed 
his eyes. Still so unsure of what he was doing, the taste of 
the man forced a single moan to bubble past his lips. 
Pumping the base, he took Aleks’ shaft down an inch at a 
time, using his strong jaw muscles to squeeze around the 
thick shaft. His heart racing he relaxed his throat as Aleks 
began pumping into his mouth in long, even strokes. 


“Yes...a natural. Very good.” In and out Aleks thrust his 
dick, forcing Jax to take more and more of him as he tossed 
his head back and groaned. 


Jax continued squeezing Aleks’ balls, rolling the tender 
flesh between his fingers as he sucked and licked around 
the shaft, savoring the first drops of pre-cum that slid down 
the back of his throat. 


Aleks fucked Jax’ mouth savagely as he tossed his head 
back and groaned, the sound more animal than man. Using 
the power of his thigh muscles he continued the brutal drive 
until he was left breathless. Grunting, he stopped his actions 
and gazed down at Jax as he yanked back Jax’ head forcing 
him to look into Aleks’ eyes. “You are the one man missing 
in my life and have been. You’ve always belonged to me and 
you've known that deep inside your very soul, Jax. You’re 
the very reason | have survived and yet | want more; | 
require more.” jerking Jax to his feet he crushed Jax’ mouth, 
forcing his tongue inside. 


Jax trembled as electric jolts between them became an 
incredible reminder of their combined fury and needs. When 
Aleks broke the kiss he pushed Jax back hard. 


“I take you my way.” Every move fueled with raging 
hunger, Aleks yanked off the remainder of his clothes, licked 
his lips as he snarled and tipped his head back to roar. 
“Mine!” Advancing like a predator, he grabbed Jax around 
the neck and forced his head to the side. Dragging his 
canines down the length of Jax’ tender skin he nipped his 
pulse, drawing several drops of blood. Aleks licked around 
the slight wound as he eased his mouth over the pinpricks 
and sucked on Jax’ neck, drawing his life-blood into his 
mouth. Lifting his head slowly he gazed into Jax’ eyes. “And 
now you Shall know true ecstasy.” Slicing his fangs into Jax’ 
neck, he grunted and wrapped one arm around Jax’ waist, 
keeping his body nuzzled tightly against his. 


The moment nothing but sheer rapture, Jax’ head lolled 
back as the man, the monster, drank from his heated body 
until every part of him shivered. He wrapped his shaking 
hands around Aleks’ arms and hissed. Yet, as electric 
current thrashed through his body, he realized he’d never 
felt as alive as he did at this moment. He sucked in his 
breath and sighed. 


Aleks purred and licked up from the mark to Jax’ mouth, 
licking across the seam before easing back. “And now | take 
you.” Pushing Jax hard across the back of the couch, he 
kicked Jax’ legs wide open and pressed the flat of his hand 
down the length of Jax’ spine. Cupping Jax’ ass cheeks, he 
sighed as he pushed the tip of his index finger down the 
crack of Jax’ ass. “Fucking you will be so sweet.” 


Jax shivered as he clawed the leather, holding on. His 
entire body tingling, his breath was suddenly chilled to the 
point he could see soft wisps floating from his pursed 
mouth. His heart racing, he could almost feel his body 
changing, his blood coursing through his body in an entirely 
different manner. Without a doubt his hunger was building 
to a point he could barely hold back his needs. He grunted 
like a caged animal as he felt Aleks’ finger slip into the dark 
confines of his ass. The instant slice of pain was a wonderful 
further awakening of his nerve endings he dropped his head 
in complete submission and wanted nothing more than to 
be taken. 


Aleks lowered his head and licked Jax across his back, 
drawing the beads of sweat into his mouth. “You taste so 
damn sweet all over. I’m going to enjoy sucking your cum.” 
Pressing a second and third finger inside Jax’ ass, he flexed 
his fingers open as he drove them past the tight ring of 
muscle. 


Jax screeched as a series of anguished shivers raced down 
his spine. “Oh...shit...shit...” His legs shook as Aleks 
continued driving into his ass harder and faster with each 
stroke until he was left barely able to breathe. 


“Yes,..that’s it. So tight. So damn good.” In and out he 
thrust as he licked down Jax’ spine, using the tips of his 
fangs to graze across his heated skin. As he eased out his 
fingers, he hissed. “Now you become mine.” Slipping the tip 
of his cock up and down Jax’ crack he pushed the tip to his 
dark hole. “I’ve waited far too long.” Impaling him in one 
hard thrust, Aleks threw his head back and growled, the 
long hiss skittering throughout the space. 


“Oh!” The dichotomy of pain and pleasure flashed through 
Jax’ body as the force of Aleks’ moves pushed his legs up 
from the floor. Struggling to hold on he panted and writhed, 
his body on fire. 


In and out Aleks thrust harder and faster, his savage 
growling erupting one after the other. “Yyyyeeesss...” The 
sound was nothing more than a guttural pant, he continued 
his manic actions until his balls slapped against Jax’ ass 
cheeks. “So tight. So good. You...are...mine!” Harder and 
deeper he plunged until he grunted and moaned. “Can’t 
hold it!” Gripping Jax’ hips Aleks thrust and held his stance 
as he exploded inside Jax’ dark cavern. “Yyyyeeeesssss!” 


Jax shivered and licked his dry lips as he ass muscles 
clenched around the tight invasion milking Aleks’ muscle. 


Aleks sucked in his breath and dropped his body over Jax, 
gathering the man into his arms and pulling him into a tight 
hug. “Forever. We will begin our path into forever.” He 
turned Jax around quickly and dropped to his knees, drawing 


Jax’ stiff dick into his mouth. Sucking hard and fast, he drew 
Jax’ s shaft into the back of his mouth and squeezed. 


“Fuck!” His legs trembling, Jax wrapped his fingers around 
Aleks’ damp hair and tried to control his breathing and his 
raging climax but as the man licked and sucked, taking all of 
him down to his balls he couldn’t hold it back. “Shit!” 
Tossing his head back, he opened his mouth in a silent wail 
as he erupted, spewing hot cum into the back of Aleks’ 
throat. Sparks of light flashed across the periphery of his 
eyes and he was unable to focus and still he kept cumming. 


“Mmmm...” Aleks continued licking and sucking, as he 
raked his nails up and down the length of Jax’ cock. 


When Aleks finally let him go he would have dropped to 
his knees if that man hadn’t been holding him. “Oh...shit... 
shit...” 


Aleks stood slowly and gazed into his eyes before leaning 
forward, capturing Jax’ mouth, pressing his tongue inside. 
He forced them both to taste the combination of blood and 
semen. When he broke the kiss he gazed into Jax’ eyes and 
smiled. 


Jax smiled as he watched the golden glimmer glowing 
brightly in Aleks’ eyes and there was something so right and 
so damn good about the moment he was left completely 
breathless. “I don’t know what to say.” 


“Don’t say anything. Just know what we are sharing is 
meant to be.” 


Before Jax could say anything he heard a cell phone ring. 


Aleks snarled and looked toward the bar. “I may need to 
get that.” 


As Jax eyed the man, now his lover, walk toward the bar 
he knew that the words Felicity said meant more than he’d 
anticipated. And the man deserved to know the truth or 
what Felicity believed to be the truth. 


“Aleksnadr Vasiliev.” 


Jax sighed and slid his hands through his hair as he tried 
to calm his breathing. The moment had been so damn good. 
He licked his lips and allowed a few minutes of sheer 
enjoyment until he heard Aleks’ savage growl. 


Aleks tossed the phone against the wall. As it shattered 
into a thousand pieces he threw his head back and wailed. 


Jax edged forward but remained quiet. 


When Aleks finally looked at Jax his eyes were blood red, 
his fang fully erupted. 


“What’s happened?” 


“They found Felicity and took her, stating now we have 
one of your own.” His voice barely audible Aleks stepped 
forward with jerky motions. 


“Who?” 
“| don’t know but we have to find them.” 


“Them?” Jax could sense there was something else. 
“What?” 


“And Dimitri is in danger. They’re going to kill him,” Aleks 
breathed, his body shaking. 


“Dimitri?” His heart racing Jax slapped his hand over his 
heart as Aleks’ anguish rushed through his system. 


“I can’t let my brother’s son die!” Aleks turned and 
headed for the bar. 


Jax dropped his head as he eased forward. “Forgive me for 
not telling you.” 


Aleks stopped short and turned around. “Tell me what?” 
Jax sucked in his breath and lifted his head. “I...” 
“Tell me what?” Aleks snarled. 


“Dimitri isn’t Nikolay’s son. He’s yours.” 
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In addition, as her alter ego Bethany Halle, she is the host of 
two blog talk radio shows with Robin Falls Red River Radio. 
The Fire of Fantasy & Darkness airs every other month 
highlighting writers and other artists in the fantasy, science 
fiction and paranormal genres. Dare to Take the Plunge also 
airs every other month featuring writers, publishers, cover 
artists and reviewers in the erotic romance genre. She also 
is a weekly/monthly contributor to Naughty Nights Press, 
Erotic Diaries, After Dark Online, Kinke Magazine and 
Friendzstop Magazine. 


As Bethany Halle she is also the Director of Communications 
for Rebel Ink Press and currently serves on the Nominating 
Committee of the RWA’s Passionate Ink. She serves as 
President Elect for Passionate Ink in 2012. 


She was a Passionate Ink finalist for their Passionate Plume 
contest with Treats in a Plain Brown Wrapper and has 
received several four and five star reviews for her work. 
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